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TO THE SEA. 

Long rolling wave on the beach that breakest, 

Music of agesy never to cease. 
If sadness in some sad hearts thou makest. 

To me thy message is always peace. 

Old regrets that are unavailing. 

Sorrows that nowhere else will sleep^ 

Mingle in thy majestic wailing. 

Lose themselves in thy mighty deep. 

Borne away by thine ebbing motion, 
Swallow'd up in those gulfs with thee. 

What's a sigh in that echoing ocean-^ 
A tear in that salt immensity ? 

Millions of ages ere my troubles, 
Measureless Lethe murmur'd o'er 

Griefs, the breath of whose being, like bubbles, 
Burst, and vanished for evermore. 

B 



lo TO THE SEA. 

Wisdom — fathomless, everlasting, 
Fashioning all in one grand whole. 

Ebb and flow, good and ill forecasting — 
Gave thee liberty thus to roll. 

In mirth tumultuous, wild, unresting ; 

Beauty that knows no waste or wear ; 
Still to our mortal eyes attesting. 

Strength in immortal youth is there. 

There His Spirit is ; there rejoices 
Liberty without bound, divine ; 

And His Almighty, glorious voice is 
Utter'd in every sound of thine. 

Oh, might I choose my place of dying, 
Lay me in sight of the gladsome sea, 

Best of all oracles yet replying 
To my glad hope of eternity. 

Vain the endeavour of Time to sever 
From sympathy souls that soon in one 

Must merge, where self shall cease for ever. 
Lost in Love's great communion. 

Indistinct in yon hazy distance 

Blend sea and sky ; not a line between : 

Such blest mingling of all existence 
Ever shall be — has always been. 
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LOVE AT LAST SIGHT. 

And one brave lad who loved a lass^ 

That still his suit denied. 
Lay foremost on the trampled grass. 

With an arrow in his side. 

When carelessly she tripp'd along, 
On whom his care was spent. 

Ne'er had his unregarded wrong 
Soil'd her gay heart's content, 

Till haply on that cruel dart 

Casting a heedless look, 
Fast hold for ever on her heart 

Keen-barbed sorrow took. 

She saw him in another sense 
, Than pride allow'd before ; 
True grief tore off the prim pretence 
Half-hidden passion wore. 

But little life yet lingered there ; 

His eyes were fading fast; 
The dew froze in his tangled hair : 

She looked and loved at last ; 



I a LOF£ AT LAST SIGHT. 

And press'd her pure lips to his brow. 

Imprinting many a kiss ; 
Saymg, ** There's nought shall rob thee now 

Of this, and this, and this.'' 

So Pity gave what Love alone 

Refused, or strove to hide. 
Some live till Life's best light is flown $ 

He, lit by Love's lamp, died. 

And curtain'd by her falling hair, 
Sigh'd out his last good-night ; 

His eyes to that blue heaven of hers 
Sent up their parting light. 

His breath into her sweetest lips 

Fled with his fervent soul ; 
Content with life's complete eclipse. 

Now love possess'd him whole ; 

And blest in death, as not in life. 

Close to his darling press'd, 
True widow, though ne'er named his wife, 

Pass'd to much-wish'd-for rest. 

Nor other thought with her, beyond 

His memory, found place ; 
Nor longest life could break the bond 

So seal'd in death's embrace. 
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WAKING THOUGHTS AFTER A 
PLEASING DREAM. 

Oh, sorrow to be summon'd back 

From dream so blest it should be true : 

How rare the turns in daylight's track 
That offer such enchanting view ! 

Where was I ? In some world where joy 
Was freed from his forced league with pain ; 

Where harmless pleasure did not cloy, 
Nor sunshine turn to storms again. 

Where friend with friend that had not met 
Since school-days forty years before. 

With nought to covet or regret. 

Could talk the chequered mterim o'er. 

Wandering with whom I nothing felt 

Older or worse in them or me. 
Than when we frolick'd first, and built 

Fair castles that were ne'er to be. 

Nor weight nor weariness was there ; 

Unconscious of ourselves we stepp'd. 
Oh ! might not state so pure and &ir 

Be life eternal, though I slept ? 



14 WAKING THOUGHTS 

And I permitted for a space, 
Bewilder'd, with half-open eyes, 

A foresight of the quiet place 

Where live lost friends in Paradise ? 

So unlike our life, grinding, rude, 

Where scarce the strong contentment find ; 

Hard struggle for its highest good ; 

Rough race where most are left behind. 

Whose cruel reckonings of the past. 
And question of the time to come. 

And conscious Duty's bondage, cast 
Cold clouds o'er hope of final home. 

Ah ! the dear trance from which I woke 

Had no such incubus of ill ; 
No power but Peace imperial spoke, 

No law but Love inform'd the wilL 

Treasures of happy memories hid, 

Light cheerful thoughts, too lightly lost, 

Here magic keys from hoard undid. 
And forth in gay confusion toss'd* 

Loves that in life had only met 
To part in anger proved their truth. 

And Hope's first rosebuds braved it yet 
In dews of Morn's immortal youth. 



AFTER A PLEASING DREAM. i$ 

Yes, young as once was many a face. 
Erect were ruins years had wrought, 

And wear, and change of age and place, 
Went in that shadowy world for nought ; 

While over all a brooding calm 

Bade every breath of tumult cease ; 

Stillness that stirr'd the air with balm. 
And silence that yet whisper'd peace. 

Death's image verily ; but in part, 
As but the best of life was there ; 

'Twas Death without his mortal dart, 
'Twas Life without its load of care. 

Why may we not such innocent sleep 

Life's only genuine form esteem. 
And all wherein we toil and weep 

A thing of nought — ^an evil dream ? 

And use the day aa best we may, 

Sleep's purest sample to secure, 
As knowing that must pass away. 

But this, or likest it, still endure I 
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SURSUM CORDA. 

Let Dulness linger on the plain, 
Content with cares that kill ; 

But we that would not live in vain 
Will climb this heavenward hill. 

Lo ! rising to the left and right. 

Eternal towering crags 
Point still to paths beyond our sight, 

And laugh at him who lags. 

How springs to our exulting tread 
The elastic turf-clad ground ! 

While breezes not in valleys bred 
Breathe health and joy around. 

More map-like grow the lines below 
Of lessening field and mead. 

And wider, every step we go, 
The landscape's bounds recede. 

Roused by her narrow cage's flight 

On such unusual wings, 
The soul expands with new delight. 

And spurns inferior things: 
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Rejoicing, as earth's views enlafge. 

To gain at each degree 
Hints of a realm that has no marge-^-r- 

Her immortality. 

Why wear away Life's priceless day 

To win a single sod, 
When souls that soar above their clay 

Become the heirs of God ? 

Oh ! fool to rusty fetters wed. 

Who here forgets to claim 
Nature's wide wealth around him spread ; 

His own in all but name. 

Who must an earthly title crave, 

When, with a heavenly right. 
And unencumbered he can have 

A world of all delight. 

Unworthy of his human frame 

And godlike port erect ; 
On earth some stone shall bear his name. 

But High Heaven's roll reject. 

Unworthy of this lordly seat 

To which his limbs have clomb ; 
But where, less agile than his feet. 

His soul has never come. 
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Arise, look round ; from east to west. 
From north to south, 'tis thine ; 

Nor grudge, where'er God's hand's impress'd. 
To stretch thy bound'ry line. 

The soul that ranges thro' all space, 

Possess'd in calm content. 
Partakes with infinite embrace 

His realm magnificent 

So only mayest thou all possess, 

And stand in no man's light ; 
Communion cannot make less 

That universal ri^ht. 
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TO THE RHODODENDRON IN THE 

CEMETERY. 

NaY) tell me not of chains that bmd 

Men underneath infernal powers : 
Another faith my soul shall find 

In thy rejoicing leaves and flowers. 

Each petal of each rosy cup. 

Fitter than priest's wan lips to preach, 

Its joyous parable takes up 
'Gainst cunning lore the craftsmen teach. 

Who, loving darkness more than light, 
Would hide and hold in hideous gloom 

Hope's buds, that shall, for all their blight. 
Be Freedom's flowers beyond the tomb. 

Fools to account their cobweb laws 

And fabled cages can contain 
The soul, the Life of all that was, 

And is, and is to be again. 

By thy gay triumph o'er this grave, 
From shadowy sorrow's bondage free, 

I argue Hades holds no slave ; 
'Tis but the birth of Liberty. 

Shall He, who so decks lower life 

In robes resplendent from decay. 
Leave man, his right hand in the strife, 

To wither and consume away ? 
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Whom here His Providence makes lord 
Of beauty's reahn, yet incomplete. 

And trains to be in blest accord 

With Him, where all dominions meet ? 

Does not the dust dull care would keep 
In cave, tomb, coffin, marble, urn, 

Held down awhile in guarded sleep, 
But wait kind Fate's upheaving turn 

To blossom into flowers like thine ; 

The least loved soonest, which but few 
Inches of quick'ning earth confine. 

And feed with Heaven's pure pitying dew ? 

That dust is but a paltry type 

Of holier part that mocks men*s hold ; 

Grown far beyond the greedy gripe 
Of godliness whose gain is gold. 

Far less than any com of wheat 

Or seed can this be said to die ; 
Incapable of all defeat, 

Essence of Immortality. 

Blossom abundantly shalt thou, 

Soul ; and in still fresh fields of bliss 

Fill fairer forms than feel thee now 

With Life, and lovelier bloom than this. 
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CARE'S REMEDY. 

*Q ^tXoy viTPOV BiXyrjTpov tiriKovpop p6o'OV» 

How, blest sleep, Life's better part, 

Shall the waken'd sing thy praises. 
Or bring back a faithful chart 
Of thy weird Elysian mazes ^ 

Thou thyself alone hast ointment 
For the wounds of disappointment ; 
Nature knows no kindlier plaster 
For deep scars of Day's disaster. 

Tired of tales blind guides have told me. 

Sick of Hope's delusive charms, 
Yet have I thy love to fold me 
In mild unreproaching arms : 

Thou hast still reserved a blessing ; 
And the longing, ne'er possessing. 
Weary-hearted child of woe, 
Mother, to thy breast may go. 

Not, for all oar knowledge, know we 

Who has truest cause to weep ; 
But, as Wisdom willeth, so He 
Giveth His belovM sleep. 

Much that wisest men esteem grand 
In Heaven's light may be but dreamland : 
Joy that for a dream we take 
May turn to truth when we awake. 
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Shelter from our foe that's strongest. 

Leisure for our lonely thought, 
Dost thou train us for the long rest ; 
Is our being gently brought. 

By thy teaching, best of nurses, 
Till, triumphant o'er our curses, 
To thy silence we conform, 
And in peace deride the storm ? 

What can furnish better token 

Of true peace to foresight dim ? 
" If he sleep," 'twds wisely spoken 
Of the sick, " 'tis well with him." 
If he sleep as all shall slumber. 
As now sleep the grander number. 
But as none awakes to tell. 
Of that sleep still I augur well. 

Sweetly sleeps who sleeps for sorrow. 

Careless, under comfort's dew. 
Of the Nemesis of to-morrow. 
That may all his pain renew. 

Sweeter, though the sunset glow 
Of toil's last eve is all we know. 
May break that mom of perfect rest. 
That yet remaineth for the blest. 
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THE FOUNTAIN. 

Exulting revel of liquid light, 

Flung out against the cloudless blue ; 

Sunshine itself is ne'er so bright 

As when it weaves a dance with you. 

So gaily sprinkled o'er its beams 
Unnumbered sparkles, each a gem. 

Flash fairy radiance from what seems 
A towering crystal diadem. 

Spouts each long glittering line away 
Mid fellow meteors falling fast, 

Exhausting all their power to play, 
And purely pleasing to the last. 

We gaze and listen, limpid fount. 
But whisper'd must our praises be ; 

All utterance else profane we count, 
Words would but mar yoxir melody. 

And when at length we turn aside 

From lounge where every loiterer stops. 

Still lingering in our ears abide 

The tinklings of those tunefid drops. 

Which, multitudinous as they fall, 
In memory's magic circle caught. 

Must longer yet our hearts enthral. 

And cast their spells around our thought. 
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So glorious in their proud ascent, 
So graceful in their calm decline ; 

So lavishly their splendour spent. 
To make that mellow moan of thine. 

Proves each of us as comes his day 
Such momentary burst of bliss ; 

Lifers fountain, at its first essay, 
Is flung into the world like this. 

Our loftiest project midway flies 
Feebler than when the fount it left ; 

The more it mounts from earth to skies. 
The more of rising force 'tis reft. 

Strong the triumphant stream at first : 
At top a dizzy maze it weaves ; 

And tired returns where hopes were nursed. 
Amid the lowly lily leaves. 

And friends admire, and lovers praise 
In their fond hearts the abounding jet 

Of life and joy, while prosperous days 
Or tranquil graces linger yet 

But Memory may perchance recall, 
Better than that gay primal spring. 

Or mellow calm that marked its fall, 
Truth'^ long-drawn cadence echoing. 
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RETROSPECT. 

I THOUGHT of many things, 

Things that I love ; 
Though furthest off from me 

The fairest and the best : 
And wish'd that J. had wings. 

Wings like a dove. 
To the wilderness to flee 

Away, and be at rest. 

And I thought of happy hours. 

Too long gone by 
For memory's fading powers 

The distance to compute : 
They had brought fresh flowers. 

That look'd too fair to die, 
And fed by sunny showers ; 

But they left no fruit. 

And I thought of many books « 

That then were read. 
But small acquaintance gain'd me 

With the ways of men ; 
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Gaily baited hooks 

That held with slender thread, 
A moment pK ased or pain'd me. 

And let me go again. 

And I thought of many friends. 

Whose talk, now flown 
To the winds, once flattered 

My conceits, or cross'd ; 
Whose image still attends 

As I walk alone ; 
Now the young are scattered, 

And the old are lost. 

And very many schemes 

Did my mind retrace, 
That scarce effect had taken, 

Or seem'd to come to nought ; 
But in the land of dreams 

Had won themselves a place, 
Never, never to be shaken 

From the realms of Thought, 

But few, very few. 

Were the topics of the past. 
That could anyhow be started 

But some old grief came o?er : 



RETROSPECT. 17 

Though joy, Life's morning dew, 

Had been too bright to last ; 
And when he once departed, 

Had come again no more. 

But if Memory's vista fills 

With fair spring views I love, 
Far seen to left and right, 

Waiin, sunny, broad, and free : 
Fields, hemm'd by distant hills 

Of varying hues above. 
And through some cleft the light 

Of the shining silver sea : 

Then no cloud comes o'er me ; 

Clear is my soul's gaze, 
Clear as, with life before me, 

The eye of youth could be : 
Oh, Nature's innocent glory. 

Thou scatterest sorrow's haze ; 
A still untiring story, 

A joy and a truth to me. 



28 WALKING SOLILOQUY. 

WALKING SOLILOQUY. 

To awake a new song 
There's no likelier thing 

Underneath Heaven's arch of blue. 
Than walking along. 
At a jolly good swing, 

When you've nothing on earth to do. 

Cdiry little from home 
But a sponge and a comb ; 

Be light clad from hat to shoe ; 
Take a stick and start, 
With a stout light heart 

For companion to talk to you. 

Then, then, you're a thing 
Little less than a king. 

Between yourself and you; 
As your feet you fling. 
With a spring and a swing, 

Nor care where they carry you to. 



See a boy, stuck there, 

O' purpose to scare 
And rattle away the rooks ; 

And with wit so rare. 

And boys to spare. 
Better there than wearing out books. 
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I'd as lief be a crow. 

For aught I know^ 
As young Rattles who scares 'em away ; 

But I'd rather be he, 

With his rattle-de-dee, 
Than forced indoors to stay* 

For himself a thing 

Little else than a king v 

Thinks that there ** little boy blue ;" 

Everything that hath wing 

Must be skedaddling 
When it hears his hollabulloo« 



That swell on a horse. 
He travels, of course, 

Much faster than I on my pins $ 
But he's €ax more to lose. 
On his three pair of shoes. 

Than I on my one at the mns. 

He must mind his steed, 
And see to its feed, 

Which makes no end of a fiiss ; 
While to see to the welfare 
Of just myself there 

Is cpiite sufficient for us. 
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For I'll then be a thing 
Nothing else than a king. 

From cares of a kingdom free ; 
As into that inn 
Altogether I swing. 

And tinkle the bell for tea. 



Now marching along 

Amid sunshine and song, 
I'm pass'd by a rattling drag ;j 

But a five-mile rise 

Before us lies, 
And which of us first will flag ? 

'Tis a hot day in June ; 

I pass them soon, 
And at top, with strength intact, 

Look down on them still 

But half-way up the hill. 
Performing that five-mile act 

For the soul of a man. 
Once warmed up, can 

Overcome the laws of gravity ; 
But the heart of fat caltlej 
Succumbs in that battle, 

And sinks l^ its own depravity. 
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And surely the triew 

From this laughing hill 
Is a sight to kill all sorrow : 

Of pure joy and true 

Come quaff your iill ; 
You may not be up here to-morrow. 

But whoever may mount this. 

Scholar or dunce, 
PossessM of a map may be $ 

Here's half-a-dozen counties 

Seen at once, 
And the line of the distant sea. 

Here at least you're a thing 

Little else than a king, 
Lord of such glorious view ; 

Enjoying of earth 

All the gladness and mirth, 
With nought of its burden on you. 



If beneath mine hest 

Lay every clime. 
From a mountain throne display'd, 

I'd hold them best 

At that height sublime ; 
On a nearer view they'd fade. 



^ 
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And the wealthiest scene 
Of her blue and her green 

That Nature expands to me. 
Is mine as much. 
Though beyond my touchy 

As if I'd the whole in fee. 

Earth's pure delight. 
With as sure a right 

As conveyance could e'er aver, 
A meek soul may boast, 
With a deed engrossed 

fiy the Hand that made all for her. 



So never take pills 

For your mortals ills 
Till you've tried the effect of a walk 

Across the valleys. 

Athwart the hills. 
Be they clay, gravel, sand, or chalk* 

For there's nothing in all 

Apothecaries' Hall, 
Or in all their pharmacopceia, 

Howe'er they may talk. 

To compare with a walk 
When the weather is calm and clear* 
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Oh, 'tis then you're a thing 

Nothing else than a Idng, 
And of all delights " Head Centre, 

May with reason sing. 

Be the season spring, 
Or summer, or autumn, or winter. 



9> 



No, this moment I know 

Of no jollier thing. 
Nor ever remember I knew, 

Than walking along 

At a slashing swing. 
With nothing on earth to do. 

Light heart, light trousers, 

Light everything. 
From wide-a-wake down to shoe : 

Light as the larks 

That round you ring, 
Riang up to that arch of blue. 

Oh then you're a thing 
Nothing else than a king, 

Between yourself and you ; 
As your feet you fling 
With a spring and a swing, 

Nor care where they carry you ta 
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THE VALLEY OF REGRETS. 

Here runs thy water, still the same, 
W3d restlessness that will not flee : 

But musical was once thy name, 
Sweet mountain river, unto me. 

Nor yet so parted from the past 
Am I, for all stem fate's decree, 

That the dear spell then round me cast 
Can lose all melody for me. 

Still, merry stream, I love thee not : 
111 thy swift eddying reels agree 

With my slow grief: I've ne'er forgot 
All that I won and lost by thee. 

Thy name recalls but to deride 

The past : I therefore name not thee, 

Nor the bright phantom by thy side 
That floated evermore from me. 

So from enamouPd Phi^bus hied 
Whom first* on earth he cared to see ; 

Nor holier flame in Him defied 
Than kindled and illumined me. 

* Primus amor Fhoebi Daphne Peneia. 
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Though them their fate failed to divide ; 

Her laurel clasp'd, where Yanish'd ahe. 
Perpetual ornament supplied 

To Sol's unconquer'd Deity. 

So were I with bright Fame allied, 
Lost Love turned to Fame's laurel tree 

Should shine my everlasting bride, ' 

And weave undying crowns for me. — 

By turbid sorrow yet untried 

Throbbed my life's current merrily ; 

Nor were the dismal shores espied 
That scowFd far off expecting me ; 

Nor fellowship with mine denied 

Thy joyous laugh and sparkling glee ; 

Thy waywardness and wilful pride 
Had then their counterparts in me. 

Why so secure to thee abide 

Successive seasons' charms in fee ; 
But dimly ^int, and scarce descried 

That memory of lost joy to me ? 

How can I any more confide 

Soft hopes and fears fondly to thee ? 

In vain thy myriad murmurs chide, 
Thy gentle whispers plead with, me. 
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How care I where thy waters glide ? 

Through moor or mead, or to what sea. 
Since on thy banks unheeded died 

Peace with pure urn that flowed for me ? 

Thy glorious valley, here spread wide. 
Smiles now, as then, in sunshine free ; 

But never mountain's northern side 
Frowns in such frost as fetters me. 

And here, from narrow gorge untied, 
Regains thy proud heart liberty ; 

But bound in narrower gloom subside 
Youth's springs that should enliven me. 

Blushing in beauty like a bride 

Yon bleakest ridge new mom may see ; 

But during shades of midnight hide 
The light that here went down on me. 

Tears once into thy careless tide 
I shed in days when tears could be, 

But long that healing fount is dried 
By vain regret that withers me. 

So, severed from the loving fount 
Nursing thee now from Cheviot's breast, 

Thy streams would be of no account. 
Thy mellow songs in silence rest* 
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While haply where was once thy brink, 
Some reed, that green beside thee grew, 

Heart hoUow'd now, with gaping chink. 
Whistled to every wind that blew. 

Rather, blest genius of the flood, 

Still revel on through storm and shine. 

And win me to thy reckless mood. 
And make thy mirthfid madness mine. 

Careless alike of passing cloud. 

Or wrinkle caught from drooping thorn, . 
Or sombre thoughts on me that crowd, 

Thou lavest my feet in laughing scorn. 

Why may npt to my murmuring grief 

Thy gay indifference give release ; 
Thy sameness bring serene belief 

That somewhere is immortal peace ? 

Ah, not the same, though seeming so : 
What then thou wert is long since fled ; 

Fresh ripples unremember'd go. 
And others warble in their stead. 

And soon, like any one of them. 

Thy wavelets, must I meet the sea ; 
While happier hearts time's tide shall stem. 

And gladness yet succeed to me. 
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BLACK FRIDAY. 

"CrasatrA 
Nube poltim Pater occupato/' 

This is Thursday, but to-morrow 
The disastrous, hated day. 

When, to fill our souls with sorrow, 
Luckless Johnny goes away. 

On his dismal emigration, 

Bound, by cruel Custom's rule. 

For the weary penal station. 
Whimsically caUed a school. 

" SxoXi; " once meant only leisure,. 

Every scholar must allow; 
As ** erjauvpos " meant a treasure. 

But a dictionary now. 

Idiot, Ichthyosaurus, 

Lubber, Horsemarine, and Muff, 
Cacodoemon, bom to bore us 

With unserviceable stuff: 

Needing med'cine very drastic 
For his mental ailment's aid, 

Who such ill-contrived scholastic 
Meaning to a good word gave. 
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Average sample of much learning 
Which our boys from many a tome 

Gather, while their hearts are yearning 
For the love and warmth of home. 

Shame upon the shams that shame us 

From what's natural and fit : 
Given leisure, it became us 

To have made the best of it. 

Furthermore, it's Christmas weather ; 

Rigid frost electroplates 
Field and forest, furze and heather. 

And the river rings with skates. 

l^xercises, but not Latin, 

Best befit the shivering limb ; 
Outdoor work, warm coat, and hat ^0 

Johnny judges best for him. 1 

Better any kind of playing 

Than the abominable bore 
Of pedantically saying 

Sayings said so oft before. 

Go, uncomfortable cuddies. 

Capable of nothing bold, 
Go and stick yourselves in studies, 

Reading rotten tales of old— 



^ 
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Tales, if true, about your betters, 
Better far in deed and truth ; 

Men who never quenched in letters 
Impulses of generous youth. 

Could Alcides, on stale rubble 

Rear'd, his noble part have played ; 

Cincinnatus ploughed his stubble 

Stuffed with syntax, since then made ? 

Or, if days of Cincinnatus 
Really were a worthy track 

For us to follow, cease to date us 
Onward ; let tts reckon back. 

Counting every age less barbarous 
Rearward of our present mark ; 

Stinking homewards till we harbour us 
Safe alongside Noah's Ark. 

Fiddlesticks ! A fig, a penny 

For the past ! New arts, new guns 

Conquer: could our cooks find any 
Customers for last year's buns ? 

As of old, the last new groove in 
Each successive hero runs ; 

Still progressing, still improving. 
Past their parents march our sons. 
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Pleasing confidence^ though rather 

Problematical I guess ; 
Ten to one, ambitious father. 

Jack may only make a mess. 

Ten to one, to mend the nation 
Compass nothing very definite ; 

More of futile demonstration, 
Q.E.D. than Q.E.F. in it. 

O that there were no more trouble, 
Nothing that we need to shirk ; 

Life a jolly pamted bubble. 

No more lessons, no more work ; 

No more tempests, no more winter. 
Weather always bright and fair ; 

Not a flaw, nor crack, nor splinter 
Marr'd men's castles m the air. 

Wouldn't we be blest, and build then 
Bowers of roses all so sweet, 

Where our beatific children 

Should play cards, and sleep, and eat ; 

Till with playing, eating, sleeping. 
Such a dreadful plague they'd be. 

Altogether past our keeping. 
That we'd send them all to sea. 
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Hardship's fare their pride would snub quick. 
But ashore nought could content 'em. 

Save some Argentine Republic 
Where AJpycia gains argentum. 

If indeed a " Lazy-Club " sic 
Felix unquam sit inventum. 

Good-bye, Johnny. Much regretting 
That the state of things is so. 

We're scarce up to the upsetting 
What was settled long ago. 

Good you've any means of getting 
Get with least amount of fiiss ; 

But be sure it's no good fretting 
For the freedom not for us. 
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TO A CAGED LARK. 

Poor prisoner ! And can there be 
A freebom man that hears thy voice, 

And owns thee, but would set thee free. 
And give thee reason to rejoice ? 

Once buoyant upon sunny wings, 
Now miserable, caged, and faint. 

Thy songs are yet of heavenly things. 
Lost blessedness thy wild complaint. 

And we that hear thee wonder how 

Lays learnt where Freedom soared in pride. 

But heard through dismal grating now. 
Have not long since despairing died. 

Still evermore thy music swells, 

Rapturous as if again uprisen ; 
And cheers the dullest soul, and tells 

Plainly, thou art not all m prison. 

So bards who most our ears arrest. 

From some regretted heaven have caught 

The dulcet notes that soothe us best. 
Immortal, but with anguish fraught; 
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Who, foremost of a fallen race, 
Consent not to be sons of men, 

But heirs of better name and place. 
Claim to be sons of God agen — 

Hope's glorious captives — ^best of whom. 
Blind, as we reckon blindness here, 

Prevail'd, in spite of outward gloom. 
From mists their inner eyes to clear. 

Yet purer ecstasy than thine 

Ne'er triumphed over earthly care ; 

Nor Heaven from any human shrine 
Listed a more melodious prayer. 

Still murmur musical regret, 
Still sweetly reassert thy right ; 

In notes to perfect order set. 

Raise human hearts to heavenly height. 

For Freedom shall to all that roam 
From first estate bring wish'd redress ; 

The welcome of the lost one's home. 
The long arrears of happiness. 
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SAPPHICS. 

Miles of long lanes where never-ending fences- 
Hide the fair view spread far and wide behind them. 
Trail I care's chains which heavy on my senses 
"Wearily wind thenu 

Suddenly uprises, firom a bend before me, 
Pathway up hills that sever me from sunset ; 
Promising liberty from dulness o'er me 
Cheerily runs it. 

Hail to thee, widespread paradise of all that 
Eagerest wish can covet in completeness. 
Pace I was just now satisfied to crawl at 
Bursts into ileetness, 

Wakes all that's in me to the new arisen 
Pulse of my being's imperishable hasting 
Upward ; ashamed of but an hour in prison 
Drearily wasting. 

Has not our soul right to a something more than 
Ways where earth's weakest vanities can flout us, 
Right to what things soever are spread o'er, when 
Buoyant about us. 

Birds on light wings innumerously abounding. 
Boasting a freedom covetous men know not. 
Careless impromptu revel hurried round in, 
Plough not ^ sow. not; 
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Albeit reap wherever on the broad fair 
Pastures and fields Heaven's providence extending 
Bounteous, makes them carol to the Lord their 
Thanks never ending. 

Why, then, His dearest charities possessing, 
Prove we infirm and limited enjoyment ? 
Has not indeed Omnipotence a blessing 
Clear of alloy lent ? 

Faith, that mists, else impenetrable, enters, 
Hope, that still triumphs over all that bind It ; 
Love, truest love, which, where its ardour centres, 
Hides till we find it. 

Things as yet seen, while miserably mope we 
Waiting, oh ! life's lane, till at last thou tumes^) 
May amuse, but can never hold the hope we 
Cherish in earnest. 

Once above this dull valley of disorder. 
Mount shall our steps oblivious of anguish. 
Where no vain hunger for horizon broader 
Lets the heart languish. 

Onward in Being's unreckonable orbit. 
All around God must everything be moving. 
Nor, till His central power re-absorb it. 
Cease to be roving. 
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TO SUPERSTITION. 

Approach not here : enough to have cast 
Thy shadow on his weary days ; 

He needs thee not, securely pass'd 
Beyond thine utmost blame or praise. 

Old sorceress of the dismal grot. 

The fires accursed, the dreadful shrine ; 

Where he is now, they know thee not, 
Nor heed that solemn scowl of thine. 

The world has heard thee from thy youth 
Descanting more of woes than joys : 

The stillness here sounds more like truth. 
Than all thy rude bewildering noise. 

Eternal Truth that neither thou 

Nor aught like thee could e'er conceive, 
He knows ; nor can molest him now 

What fools and bigots make believe. 

Here reverenced be, in silence best. 

The Power that hides their fate from men. 

And folds in uncomplaining rest 

Hearts thou shalt ne'er disturb again. 
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HOME, 

Looks thy weary heart back to the home of thy youth. 
Ever ready to shelter and guard thee from shame ; 
Was there love that would earnestly battle with truth. 
E'er believe thee to blame ? 

Then I tell thee^ the durable home where I go, 
Love^ Truth, and Omnipotence always are there, 
Winning good out of evil, deliverance from woe. 
And great joy from despair. 

The blest Father of men, who built all things that are 
For His home everlasting, can ne'er be untrue 
To Himself; nor from one of His offspring be far. 
Nor His order undo. 

Hast thou grown so inured to what's happened thee since 
Leaving home — ^labour, restlessness, exile, and pain — 
As to think, that, once freed from thy burden, far hence 
Thou must bear it again ? 

Are the cares of the world thou now movest among 
Of such import as makes it worth while to invent 
Any prospect their memory that claims to prolong 
Beyond their extent ? 
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Ha^ its diflcordy confiidon, and riot, and roar 
Such music, their echoes must after thee sweep 
O'er life's ultimate shore, and arouse thee once moie 
Far beyond the dim deep ? 

Nay, the trouble and sorrow that here are our lot 
Tell of permanent rest as more likely to be ; 
And the calm that creeps over the weary, I wot, 
Is the logic for me. 

And I know and am sure that Omnipotence can 
With ease from His infinite treasures recast 
Any moment the future condition of man. 
Without heed of the past. 

And I feel the warm light of His favour divine 
Smile now through the mist of our transient fears. 
While He waits in full-orb'd loving-kindness to shine 
At the end of our years. 

Of His jealousy, wrath, and impatience of wrong. 
Let religionists babble, and feed their alarms ; 
But the goodness and might that are equally strong. 
Have no need of such arms. 

In Truth's infinite ways, where all travellers are lost. 
Give me no such blind guides ; — I'd as lief be my own : 
Nothing here can long-winded conjecturers boast 
To calm silence unknown. 
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Their thoughts are not my thoughts. I think as I know 
Or believe to be best ; with their views out of joint, 
I come not at their bidding, and why should I go 
Any way that they point ? 

If the light that is in me be portion though small 
Of love's light that shines on with no shadow to dim it. 
Then I'm right when I hope there's a home for us all 
Without hmdrance or limit 

But if without guidance I'm destined, while here, 
Bewilder'd in darkness or blindness to roam. 
With more rapture His glorious light shall I near 
When He welcomes me home. 

Nor can home half express it. Home-loves of a boy. 
Which a man's fleeting mem'ry so fondly collects. 
As his life's purest gems, are but hints of the joy 
That my spirit expects. 

The best home upon earth, with its bountiful smile. 
Of some stint or hypocrisy still hath a leaven ; 
But there's all that I want, without grudging or guile. 
At my Father's In Heaven. 
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MERCY REJOICETH AGAINST JUDGMENT. 

Think not His wrath, whose name is Love, 
Can to that Love at all come near : 

Not higher rises Heaven above 

Earth, than our hope exceeds our fear. 

The lowest depth our thought can reach 
Is more than measured by His grace : 

To know that He is Light should teach 
That Darkness holds no hiding-place. 

Well witness'd He who knew Him best 
The world its Father had not known ; 

And haply still His love attest 

Worlds that His very being disown. 

Whose curse from sire to son descends, 
We count, to third or fourth remove ; 

But past all reckoning still extends 
The termless date that tells His love. 

Whose transient chastisements but brought 

His children to a surer sense 
Of genuine love, which always wrought 

An everlasting recompense. 
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Whose monitory threatenings are 
Meteors that near our planet range ; 

But permanent as distant star 
The steady love that knows no change. 

Semblance of wrath which dures a day. 
But solid kindness ne*er to cease : 

Passions may shake our house of clay,i 
Bui not our home of lasting peace. 

** Come, let us reason/' saith our God : 
Can we refuse the light He gives ? 

Content with paths past men have trod, 
Forgetful that for us He lives ? 

Was He their Father and not ours i 
Less loved are we than former men I 

Is the next world with all its powers 
Less nigh the faithful now than then ? 

Nay, were earth's history backward read. 
Our triumphs to past ages told. 

Far holier wonder, mightier dread. 
Had moved the minds of seers of old. 

To Psalmists had the half been given 
That newer, happier art can teach. 

Their harps had hymn'd a higher heaven. 
Their wisdom won a wider reacK 
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The 8age, who all that then was best 

Gathered — then wearied of and spurn'd — 

Of smce found joys, his failing zest 
With wilder anguish would have mourn'd. 

Their language, loftier than our own. 

To miracles had marvels raised ; 
And louder yet the Sovereign throne 

In grateful notes of rapture praised. 

Shame on us if their pious fire, 

And legends woven in history's youth, 

And eager faidi, and fond denre 
To penetrate God's inmost truth. 

Restrain our better, clearer gaze 
From facts that further prove His might : 

Not ours a retrospect of haze. 
But fresh discoveries of light. 

Lo, in His saints He put no trust. 
Nor counted even His angels wise ; 

Nor willed that reverend learning's rust 
Hinder new heavenward enterprise ; 

But limited withm fixed bound 

Dim days, till brighter should begin ; 

When wider must Heaven's call resound. 
And all men press to enter in. 
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Say, were warm tropes of Eastern lands 
Designed our literal sense to take ? 

Will traveller, that understands 

Their use, yield reason for their sake ? 

Can flights of poetry like theirs 

From truthful prose but suffer wrong ? 

Should our cold logic chill their prayers. 
Or petrify their flowers of song ? 

Yet silence we, with pious frown, 
All utterance, or sign, or token 

Of truth, unless long handed down. 
Far off, in tongues no longer spoken. 

Or madder yet, mix tales of old 
With maxims of our ruder sires. 

Short step from crude faith harshly held 
To crueller chains and martyrs' fires. 

Blind wit ! that on the bigot zeal 

Of ruthless Jews could graft a worse ; 

And, passing mortal vengeance, deal 
Darts venom*d with immortal curse : 

Whose foes, presumed the foes of Heaven, 
Provoking wrath by lingering breath, 

To serve God must by man be driven 
To first, to prove their second death. 
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Vain vaunting of a saintly creed ! 

Spirit, forsooth ! and flimish'd better 
With arguments for murderous deed. 

Than zeal had wrench'd from ancient letter. 

Religion's life should hardly need 
Death to enforce a deathless fetter. 

Where dwells God's Spirit, FaitJi is freed* 
From force that makes mankind forget her. 

*Ti8 mercy that our Monarch wills, 

Not sacrifice ; and in the height. 
Depth, length, and breadth Hit presence fills, 

There reigns no rival of His right. 

Preach, Pharisee, to feed thy pride. 
Unending pains for hours misspent : 

His Spirit will not always chide. 
His love recalls our banishment. 

'Twas in their teeth who dared condemn 
(Their wares back to the dealefrs toss'd), 

Christ flung those terrors, worthy them. 
And tum'd Him to reclaim the lost. 

Lost, only to faint hearts that look 

In faithless terror to the grave : 
What means it in life's mindful book 

But what Christ came to seek and save ? 

* " In the royal galley of Divme Love is no force : the rowers 
are all volunteers/' — Francit de 8ale8, 
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Shall man seek, and be pledged to find, 
And God seek vainly ? Meanest thought ! 

Poor figment of a palsied mind. 

Fools' wisdom in its own net caught ! 

Must men in Christ be ** made alive," 
As Holy Writ saith « all shall be," 

That death, worse death, may o'er 'then thrive 
Again to ^ eternity ? 

Nay, those whom God " counts worthy '' then 
To rise, death's dire disorder o'er, 

*^ And gain that world," are glorious men 
** Like angels, and can die no more." 

And they who deem that anght but good 
Can last, with His approving nod, 

Do err, and know not as they should 
The Scriptures or the power of God. 

All life He from Himself doth give, 
'Tis part of Him, and cannot die ; 

Eternal life must alway live. 
Eternal truth can never lie. 

In whose all-glorious triumph led, 
Must man's last enemy be slain : 

Fear Him alone, disdaining dread 
Of Death's vain boast to live again. 
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Light that now shines is but a part 

Of what must gild a purer day. 
When truth shall lighten every heart. 

And chase dull error's mists away. 

Practice, once innocent of stain, 
Thy faith may likewise perfect be ; 

Till then thy creeds as deeds contain 
The stamp of fallibility. 

^ I £ist, pay tithes of all, am not 

Like other men." Who thus his deed 

Proclaimed, small ^vour won ; and what 
Cares Heaven for thy recited creed ? 

Not strictly He who knows our dust 
Notes what is done or thought amiss : 

There lies my appeal ; His love I trust. 
Himself my faith's assurance is. 

Presumest thou read me His decree 

Plainer than to my soul 'tis given ? 
Is His free Spirit ban^d from me ? 

Doth thou monopolise His heaven ? 

Thine ancient books, could we agree 
Al^ to expound their learned light. 

What are they to the witness He 
On living hearts yet deigns to write ? 

£ 
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And grant thy reasoning balanced well. 
From endless love arguing like date 

For vengeance — ^wanting still is HeU 

Weigh'd with His Name's Almighty weight* 

His scales Omnipotence ; name Love ; 

'Twas Love, not Hate, that form'd us men : 
All-conquering Mercy rules above. 

Though here a marvel past our ken. 

Not hard to win is pardon found 
Where love fills up a Father's heart ; 

Love ceaang proves itself unsound. 
But Heavenly love doth ne'er depart. 

Threats He not, only with intent 
To warn ; then casts aside His rod ; 

Kind hearts are readiest to repent : 
I know no unforgiving God.— 

Love, for thy sake alone I care 

To reverence Power beyond my sight ; 

Best virtue else were calm despair, 
Best pride to brave a tyrant's might. 

But, holding Thee for God alone. 
Blessing that covers every curse 4 

Righteousness, like a mighty zone. 
Encircling all thine universe ; 
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Where from thy Spirit would I hide. 
Where from thy Presence wish to flee ? 

Assured, whatever storm betide. 
There is no shelter but in Thee. 

So guide me to the gates of peace ; 

I spurn the past, hope lies before : 
Proud waves at Thy decree shall cease, 

Nor lift them to disturb me more. 

Fall'n into no hands of men. 

But, Father, on Thy faithfrl breast ; 

Who fear Thee most shall marvel when 
They find Thee of all good the best. 
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THE BIVOUAC. 

From the field fought on S.unday I foUow'd the men 
That had won to their quarters at evening, and found 

War's hurricane spent, and some five out of ten 
Of the warriors resting at ease on the ground — 

Rest bought by the missing, who dismally laid 
On earth, or in ambulance, waggon, or van. 

With life or with limb the long penalty paid 

Of the short-sighted anger man wreaks upon man. 

Ah ! parody foul of primaeval design 

Of rest firom beneficence. Here for an hour 

Slept the lust of destruction in bosoms malign. 
And surfeited carnage but ceased to devour. 

Mark you how on this day first commissioned for rest. 
But with devils' own charter for discord endorsed, 

Red Havoc here tum'd Heaven's love to a jest. 
And drear Desolation her Sabbath enforced ? 

Oh, Earth ! for to Pity's complaint all along 

Have been deaf thine oppressors, remorseless and base. 

Cover not their transgression, remember this wrong ; 
Be barrenness ever thy brand on the place. 
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Nay, merciful Mother of merciless men. 

Thou never disownest, nor starvest thy brood. 

Nor stain of sterility cling to thee can, 

Though htB fury thus tramjde thine harvest in blood. 

Can religion, that's call'd a religion of peace, 

Do nothing this riotous ruin to stop ; 
Contented our lives be thus let on short lease 

If only our obolus come to her shop ? 

Doth priests' ingenuity vainly essay 

Such downward migration at all to abate. 

Albeit their followers readily pay 

For instructions to find the celestial gate ? 

Or conceive we thus cruel Heaven's kindness, and worse, 
A serene contemplation of durable pain ; 

Blessing built on unfathom'd foundation of curse ; 
Peace kept by eternally smiting again ? 

See shamelessly photographed, fresh from the field, 
One item of myriads mingled in blood. 

Ere the ebb-tide of life in his cold heart congeal'd. 
Or the dust dried again from it's prodigal flood. 

Yet no fairer youth's fomi, but a few days ago. 
Mother's, sister's, or still dearer arms folded round : 

Now, what of that lovelmess left them to know, 
. Dismember'd, confusedly cast on the ground i 
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Poor relics ! but lately Affection's warm seat. 

Love, Valour, and Tenderness here were your shrine ; 

Never more in the ruin thou mournest may meet 
The loved merits, fond maiden, that mark'd him for 
thine. 

Can enchantment of art, or gay smile of the sun. 
Can Spring's breath returning on earth frozen hard. 

Undo the destruction here causelessly done, 
Or restore to lost beauty the form thus marr'd ? 

Did Honour and Glory that bosom upheave, 
Ere vanish'd for ever it's passionate breath ? 

More cursed the delusion that train'd him to leave 
Life's loftier duties for bondage of Death. 

Did Music, vain hireling ! here follow and take 
Her share, war's delirious fury to urge ? 

But the heart's truer chord no such music will make 
That wails in drear darkness and anguish his dirge. 

Picture true to the death, but so false to the life, 
Be thou death to defence of such devilish deed ; 

And when orthodox arguments urge men to strife. 
Keep ever before them the fruits of their creed. 

And bid them, if bent to pollute the Great Name, 
Call Him God of theft, perjury, passion accursed ; 

But not God of Battles ; Hell's glory the shame 
To beget of all Molochs and monsters the worst. 
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THE FOUNDLING. 

"liriBtp KOTiova'a vap oxBriaiv Sifideyrof 

TfipoT 

Tovyciea /uy xaXtovy St/ioeicrioir." 

Why should a genuine hero care 

Who the parents whence he came ? 
Litter'd or cradled when or where. 

Hardly was himself to blame : 
Hardly fair that he should bear 

For better or worse his father's name ; 
Or his mother's, — only the more unfair 

If moralists reckoned his birth her shame. 

Sprung from princess, or wandering nymph, 
In purple laid, or beside pure lymph. 
Like Moses, Homulus, Remus, or this. 
By Nile, or Tiber, or Simois, 
Or by some dull inglorious ditch. 
Nothing at all can it matter which 
Parent or godfather claims to be. 
Since all rivers run to the selfsame sea. 

What than a restless river's name 

More fitting his lot can a man propose ? 

Rapid or loitering, all the same. 
Onward and onward still it flows. 
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Whence the source of its current came 
A misty inquiry ; and whither it goes, 

With Taried frame, but unalter'd aim ; — 

To be lost in the sea; but beyond, who knows ? 

Or can the heir of the noblest name 

Boast an older or better birth 
Than the primal Origin all things claim. 

For Sire, and for mother some comer of earth ? 
Yea, mountain, and foi^st, and valley, and brook, 
Where on Nature's face he first leam'd to look, 
One with himself as much may be 
As his now believed identity. 
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THE VOICE OF HEALTH. 

The living, the living he shall praise Thee, as I do this day." 

It is not in the languid hour. 

When worn-out Nature turns to rest, 

That we can duly praise Thy power. 
Or faithfully Thy truth attest. 

'Tis when youth's fervour fills the veins. 
And new-bom hopes rejoice the heart, 

And health within and round us reigns, 
We best believe Thee as Thou art. 

'Tis underneath Thine arch of blue, 

When Spring's fresh glories round are spread, . 

That Thy rich mercies, always new. 
By mortal eyes may best be read. 

nris when Mom's sun yet mounts above 

Triumphant, and disdains decline. 
That we can best conceive a love. 

Victorious, infinite like Thine. 



\ 



The joy that on life's fairest day 
Fills faculties unclouded bright. 

Must surely with most force display 

To our souls the Lord of Life and Light. 
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TRUE LOVE'S TRYSTE. 

Oh, stay for me ; I'll not long keep thee waiting, 
And years are nothing when life's border's cross'd ; 

Though slow to me their dull remainder, dating 
From the sad day when all delight I losU 

No count is in that happy region taken 
Of time, so heavy to lone mourners here : 

Stay till I've slept its chains off; I shall awaken 
To Heaven's best welcome, when I find thee near. 
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ALL LIVE UNTO HIM. 

Shall we lie forlorn in death. 
Death who every hour is giving 

Back to beauty, form, and breath 
Renovated powers of living ? 

Shall our part divine, the soul, 
Die away in darkened embers. 

Hid from the all-pervading Whole 
In a land that none remembers ? 

No. The world's eternal wheel. 
Still revolving, still denies it ; 

Restless force, that all things feel. 
Stirs their want, and still supplies it. 

Might, that orders all things well. 
Breath, by whom all being liveth. 

Will not hold our soul in hell : 
Light and life to all He givech. 

Nothmg dies, but in new form 
Lives again His views advancing ; 

Care and hope, and calm and storm, 
Highest happiness enhancing. 
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Who can tell us whither tend 

Prospects opening further, broader ? 

Vainly look we for an end 
Other than eternal order. 

Will great Truth's eternal roll 
All unwind in time's romances ? 

Or the Future £nd it's goal 
In a mortal's morbid ^ocies ? 

Or the grave with garb of black. 
Pall, and plume, and tawdry terror. 

Bring revolted freedom back 
To the prison of mist and error ? 

Soul that, Samson-like, at length 
Hast uprisen, thy foes undoing, 

Can they now confine thy strength 
In that shatter'd temple's ruin ? 

• 

Germ that, into brighter days. 

Hast outgrown thine husks of slavery, 

Wilt thou wear those castaways 

O'er thy robes of new-bom bravery ? 

Still to perish'd cares inclined. 
Heeding dreams for ever fled, 

Or with lingering look behind. 
Listing masses for the dead — 
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Masses nmtt^r'd, howl'd, or whined. 

Always to one tune of payment ; 
Blind men so may lead the blind. 

Naked give their poor new raiment 

Greater lights of older lore, 

Patience, better than our passion, 
Knew not of a Stygian shore, 

Faithfid in another fashion. 

Faith, which on the Almighty took 

Anchor's hold, for life relying. 
Needed not the feeble crook 

Of earthly shepherd's aid in dying. 

Peacefully they rendered up 

Life unto the Lord who lent it ; 
Trusting sorrow's bitterest cup 

Would sweeten in the Hand that sent it ; 

Peacefully sank down their breath, 
Peace prevail'd, all tumult calming : 

No foreboding felt in death 

Marr'd. affection's fond embalming. 

Yet untaught a curse to esteem 

Fate from which none claim'd exemption ; 
Nor pretending to redeem 

Forfeit plainly past redemption. 
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Never reckoned they that God 
Would restore or reawaken 

WickenesSy His angry rod 

Had once in vengeance overtaken. 

Never dream of damned ghosts 

O'er their steadfast souls descended ; 

Hid within the Lord of Hosts, 
All their days of mourning ended. 

Like to them in wise content 
Rest in little light that's given ; 

Rest in peace, and leave the event 
To thine all-wise Friend in Heaven. 
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SPRING MORNING ON THE SHORE. 

Blest Phcebus, beaming on the sea 
That rolls to meet me breathing balm. 

Come shed thy blessed warmth on me. 
And comfort me with all thy calm. 

Constrained in chilly climes to stay, 
I seek their most meridian shore. 

And greet thee on thine upward way. 
Blithe bridegroom joying evermore. 

Thb towering cliff its rampart casts 
Behind, and guards the smiling sea 

From torment of the northern blasts, 
But opes its bosom wide to thee ; 

To whom, in this accepted time, 

Joy's waking powers their welcome sing ; 

Bright lord of many a fervid clime. 
Here stir the genius of the Spring. 

Oh could I over sea and land 

StiU follow thine unwearied flight. 

And revel 'neath thy high conmiand 
In luxury of ceaseless light. 
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Not the coy light of lovers' eyes 

Now gleaming warm, now cold in shade ; 

But splendour of eternal skies 

In summer's constant smile array'd. 

No noon to reach, and then decline. 
And droop with flagging zeal till night : 

One onward round of triumph thine, 
Journeying in Joy's perpetual might. 

The troubles that belong to Time 

Can have no hold where Time is not ; 

In thine own everlasting prime 
Is waste and weariness forgot 

Half smothePd here the flame of care 
Beneath thy beam, Divine Apollo, 

Seebits own shade. I know that where 
Thou guidest, gloom can never follow. 
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THE FORGET-ME-NOT. 

Mr loved one, laid so long ago 

Beneath this sacred spot. 
Sent thee, fair emblem, from below. 

To say, Forget me not. 

And if I do, turn azure tint 

To cruel, crimson shame ; 
And scathe my heart thro' all its flint 

Remorse's quenchless flame. 

I love to see thee when the dew 

Hangs from thy circle small ; 
So from her eyes of deeper blue 

The crystal drops would ia\[. 

How oft in thee my sorrowing eye 

Calm resting-place hath found ! 
Type of eternal constancy. 

Still decorate the ground. 

And tell the angel whom I love, 

Whose messenger thou art ; 
Who smiles upon thee from above. 

And bids thee cheer my heart : 

The colours fade that light loves best, 
Heav'n's own blue turns to shade ; 

But blooming once within the breast, 
Love's flower can never fade. 



74 BIS OFFSPRING. 



HIS OFFSPRING. 

*' Tov yap xat y€VO£ ta/iep* 

Jesus, whose venerable name 
The world pronounce in pride or shame, 
And widely differing, still agree 
Most in misrepresenting Thee. 

One of that wilder'd world I kneel. 
And to Thy light Diyine appeal 
From frailties Christians call their creed. 
Holding Thee for the Truth indeed. 

All deities do I disown 
For false ones, but thy God alone, 
Thy Heavenly Father whom I call 
Father, and God, and Home of all. 

How bom of Him, to Him we go ; 
Clear truth, by Thee I clearer know. 
And feel with new awaken 'd zest, 
That following Thee I travel best. 

Informed by Thee, my faith depends 
Entirely on that First of Friends ; 
Himself alone Love's loftiest height, 
Must order all our footsteps right. 
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Such power its purpose must suffice, 
Such mercy needs no sacrifice ; 
Our costliest venture to atone, 
Our very lives are all His own. 

Forgiveness we so feebly show 
From Love's own fount will freer flow : 
Much guilt has earthly love forgiven ; 
How far doth earth fall short of Heaven ! 

No kingdom can I own but His, 
Which ?ver was, and always is : 
Best wisdom warns me wait His nod. 
" Be still, and know that He is God." 

He who alone fills Heaven and earth 
Was with me long before my birth ; 
And all I am or hope to be 
Is link'd with His Divinity. 

Ages ere Abraham was born. 
Ere mortal memory's earliest mom. 
Still ranged I, from His sight not hid, 
From being to being as He bid : 

Till here commission^ for a space 
In consciousness to seek His face, 
And claim, in tones no longer dumb, 
Conununion with the world to come. 
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Our own of old, which not in vain 
Creation travails to regain. 
And Thou, brave champion of our race. 
Most conscious of didst best retrace. 

'Twas Thine, blest Messenger of Peace ! 
To bring that order of release ; 
Sure Hope, in prison that dures a day, , 
Of Freedom, not to pass away, 

Which even at moments here I feel. 
Freedom of Life's great common weal ; 
The dead in Christ, no longer dead ; 
All that now labours perfected. 

Mankind, whatever their belief, 
At one with Him through Thee their chief; 
The faith of all the world in Thee 
Made pure from it's infirmity. 

Life everlasting mine, and this 
Only a dark parenthesis, 
Where stay'd upon Thy truth I wait 
A little while, that better state. 

One with Thy Father as with Thee 
From all to all eternity ; 
One substance in His great, design. 
Thy God, Thyself, Thy Spirit mine. 
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YOUNG OR OLD? 

« 

Serins aat citins sedem properamiiB ad onam. 

In mutual love they dwelt 

A little while; 
In prayer together knelt. 

Winning one smile. 

Seldom did distance sever 

Their lives a day ; 
Companions were they ever 

At work or play. 

• 

Till Heaven, in seeming wrath 
Their concord snapp'd ; 

Adown the gloomy path 
One life was rapt. 

The other stay'd, and grew 

To man's estate, 
Grey-hair'd, when for him flew 

The shaft of fate. 

We cannot think in truth 

Such pure love lost. 
Though cruelly thus in youth 

It's course was cross'd. 
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But, met hereafter, how 

Shall they behold 
Each other ; aged as now. 

Or as of old ? 

Shall this, in yon sweet child, 

His equal see. 
Still one with him in mild 

Simplicity? 

Or that, in &ded eyes 

And hoary hair, 
Youth's pla3rmate recognise. 

And cling to there ? 

Ah ! past the range and date 

Of things we call 
Time, chance, and change, and fate ; 

Delusions all; 

Only as gold from gold 

Or star from star 
Differing ; nor young, nor old, 

Their angels are. 



it 
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TRANQUILLITY. 

Nec pcetas ulla est sic votis nectere rota, 
Sed mag^ pacatft posse omnia mente tueri." 

Can steady sunshine light the spot 
Where varying tempests hourly pass ; 

Or holiness that changeth not 

Be seen in trouble's clouded glass ? 

His own belief of God and Heaven, 
Each colours from his own defect. 

As more or less to be forgiven 
Appears in secret retrospect. 

And hearts from outward trouble free, 

Will still interior tumult make ; 
And, stainless howsoe'er they be, 

Feign'd guilt upon themselves will take : 

As witness self-accusing notes 

And diaries of the past away. 
Still magnifying sunshine's motes 

To beams that hid their litde day. 

Mistrustful of His mercies, whom 

Their melancholy madness made 
The daemon of a dire simoom 

For rock afFordmg healthful shade. 
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Till tears, that long, for very grief. 
Had left their cheeks a desert dry, 

Broke forth in rapture of relief. 
The glittering tears of April sky. 

But neither medium, dense or rare. 
Can yet inform us where or what 

Is He beyond our being's compare, 
The same Si^reme, who changeth not. 



J 
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ON A SCHOOLBOY 

WHO DESTROYED HIMSELF IN CONSEQyENCB OF AN 
IMPOSITION SET HIM. 

Poor passionate little one whose troubled heart 
And hasty hands have wrought this cruel wrong. 

Too late to turn from thee Fate*s poison'd dart, 
Love shall her pitiful regrets prolong. 

Fresh was thy love, and harmless thy hot hate 
'Gainst others ; 'gainst thyself alone too strong : 

As might, if mellow'd by a longer date, 

Have shone, pure zeal, bright martyrdoms among. 

Rather than tamely lose that only hour 

Left thee for sunshine, and pure freedom's breath. 
Thy daring litde soul defied the power 

And unknown terrors of the tyrant Death. 

Ah ! why, forgetfid of a mothei^s love 

And father's aid that soon had set thee right, 

Fled'st thou so furious to thy Friend above. 
And fretful bad'st the ill-natured world good night? 
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All unalloyM with human art thy faith. 
Blood not yet lukewarm^ virtues yet unsold. 

And inexperienced of time's ruder breath. 

Childhood's first storm has driven thee to the fold. 

Nor less God's love, that only to His ear 
Thy biirsting heart it's little sorrows told ; 

Best kindred hand that could have dried thy tear 
Is weakness to the love ordain'd of old 

Thy madness yet was worthier than their's, 

Who, holding Heaven's impatience like their own. 

Correct His goodness, preach to Him in prayers. 
Self-chosen assessors at their Monarch's throne. 

Take hence your tender mercies, oh, ye sects, 
To limit heavenly love alone agreed ; 

No living law of piety protects 

From sm's sad birthright. Death alone is freed« 
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JACOB'S LADDER. 

When, from Esau's vengeance flying 

With the birthright guile had won, 
Shelterless, on cold earth lying. 

Slept the Patriarch's younger son ; 
Ere mom's earliest beam awoke him 

To remembrance of his care, 
Sleep of weariness forsook him 

For a vision passing fair. 

Lo, meridian brightness lending 

To the forecast of the day. 
Shone before him stairs ascending 

From the ground whereon he lay : 
Step on step past human reckoning 

Rose the lessening lines from view ; 
All the soul's ambition beckoning 

Upward where they mounted to. 

Silver was their sheen, first leaving 
Earth enwrapt in misty fold ; 

Then, the purer ssther cleaving, 
Brighten'd they to perfect gold : 
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Heaven's own splendour then stood sentry, 
Baffling boldest mortal sight. 

And concealed their farther entry 
To the Paradise of light. 

Up and down the angels, hymning 

The perpetual praise of God, 
Charm beyond a poet's limning 

Scattered round where'er they trod : 
Brighter, lovelier hues of glory 

Than a rainbow lifts on high ; 
And they sang salvation's story, 

God and man at unity. 

Ladder, Heaven and earth uniting. 

For what purpose kind display'd ; 
Thitherward my steps inviting, 

Or for angels only made ? 
Sinful feet may not explore thee ; 

Eyes impure can but draw back. 
And bedimm'd with tears adore thee. 

Losing half thy glorious track. 

Never yet so near to Heaven, 
Of it's bliss almost possess'd ; 

Cruelly such glimpse were given 
Should my weakness miss the rest : 
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God of angels take me to thee. 
With an angel's freedom bless ; 

Could I but prevail to yiew thee. 
That were Heaven and happiness. 

Thus in vision sigh'd the sleeper. 

Eager for the blest abode ; 
While unseen, the Lord his keeper 

On the shining sunmiit stood. 
And proclaim'd Himself Jehovah, 

And in feoff, from age to age. 
To his seed the land made over 

Where he roam'd on pilgrimage. 

That dread voice from sleep awoke him, 

And the glorious dream was gone ; 
Then great fear and trembling took him 

At the High and Holy One : 
Consciousness of human error 

All unmeet for purest sight ; 
And the chiller dews of terror 

Mingled with the dews of night. 

** Oh, how terrible to find me, 
Worm of earth, at Heaven's gate ; 

Could that glory fail^ to blind me 
Gazing on His awful state ?" 
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Could His presence not confound me, 
Could I bear such charmM spot ; 

Highest Majesty around me 
Sleeping, for I knew it not ? 

Then, in humble adoration, 

He uprear'd memorial stone ; 
And with prayer and pure libation 

Reverenced the Holy One. 
Bethel was the name he call'd it. 

Simple stone, on verdant sod ; 
Nothing but Heaven's concave wall'd it : 

Such the earliest house of God. 
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RENOWN. 

Tarn ILcti pravique tenax, quain nuntia veri. 

O History, partial awarder, 
Capricious court-martial recorder. 
Fact's list from afar shall disorder 

Like thine set before us aright ; 
Degrading true worth by tradition ; 
Upbraiding new birth and transition ; 
Parading on earth what ambition 

Designs to reign o*er us in might ? 

There are eyes yet indeed well aware of 
Thy lies. Merit need not despair of 
The prize she conmiits to the care of 

Another and better than thee ; 
Whose roll still unwinding eternal, 
Shows the soul as you find in a journal ; 
Knows the whole, both the rind and the kernel. 

Past, present, and yet for to be. 

One by one, on Time's wheel ever turning, 
What's well done wide revealing, discerning, 
Truth's sun is annealing, but burning 

Whole pages of stubble and dross. 
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But, real fame that from wreck shall stand fester, 
Still the same rear its neck from disaster ; 
His, who came at the beck of the Master 

When His wages were trouble and loss ; 

Counting light the removal of seeming 
Reward, so Heaven's favour was beaming 
High and bright ; that approval esteeming 

The best of all things to be won ; 
Like a glorious albatross, leaving 
The roar of wild waters upheaving. 
Shall soar cloud and hurricane cleaving. 

Till it rest on it*s wings in the sun. 
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ASH WEDNESDAY, 

BY AN ANGLOPARSEE. 

You can fast, if you pleaae, 

And your reason consent. 
While your hands and feet freeze 

In the season of Lent. 
But, the wind being east. 

It's Parseeing I follow ; 
Keeping forty days' feast 

To far-seeing Apollo* 

Needs no informing man, 

Told sans assistance 
Of creeds, when that warming-pan 

Cold stands at distance : 
It's warmth we all want. 

And, till it can cheer us. 
Let's chant but one chant. 

And that's ** Oh, Baal, hear us. 

Lose what but folly would. 

Health to be won 
By a breakfast, and jolly good 

Walk in the sun ? 
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Or to habitual 

Chilblains betray a limb^ 
For want of such ritual 

Render'd to Baalim ? 

Whom we extol will : 

Nought they can say shall check 
Homage to Sol still 

Shining at Baalbeck. 
Wonder to me it is 

Worship is done 
To a hundred worse deities^ 

When we've the Sun. 
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ESAU TO JACOB. 

Welcome to my dark sorrowing heart, 
Returning light of life's blest morn ; 

And heal this undissembled smart, 
And from my bosom pluck the thorn. 

Thy love brings back my purest joy. 
Long lost beneath time's turbid deeps \ 

And all that could the pearl alloy, 
Forgiven in that ocean sleeps. 

Peace, peace, from out it*s heaven of bliss 
Whispers the dayspring rising o'er us ; 

A long-remembered type be this 
Of many days of peace before us. 

Clear of all cloudy mist or blight 

As this gay morning's gladsome greeting ; 

Earth holds no heavenlier delight 
Than long-divided brothers meeting. 

And Heaven, if ne'er relent or change 
Its laws, within iix'd periods dated. 

Owns inmiemorial endless range 
Of Love, the only imcreated. 
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Peace to the memory of those 

Whose farour made our young hearts jealous ; 
How this day sweetens their repose. 

They'll one day, peradventure, tell ift. 

How satisfied the strife should cease 

Which their frail fondness nursed between us ; 

Whose broken but now perfect peace 
From envy shall for ever wean us. 

Nor Heaven's love, partial deem'd, shall break 
Our bond, or stir our souls to sadness ; 

But each in peace his part shall take, 
And joy in one another's gladness. 

Flow, river Peace, 'twixt our two lands. 
Still smiling o'er thee at each other ; 

On. whose bright banks love's flowery bands 
Forgotten briers o'erweave and smother. 

All heaven and earth with us consent 
From evil works of war to cease, 

With sounds in sweetest union blent, 
And all their echoes answering. Peace. 
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AT CHURCH. 

Oft within the house of blessing 
Scarce can I restrain a curse. 

Wondering what can be possessing 
Some unconscionable nurse. 

Waking up a child of three 

To hear a sermon on her knee. 

See the thoughtless hussy sitting 
There, a pew or two ahead. 

Keeping poking, punching, hitting 
Little Tommy, Jack, or Ned, 

All because he wants to snore 

Till the tiresome yam is o'er. 

Oh, how thankfid for being drowsy 
Have I often felt myself. 

When beneath some very frowsy 
Sermon, best upon the shelf, 

I've been sitting, till I've trod 

Triumphantly the land of Nod. 



94 AT CHURCH. 

> 

Full-grown sons of vice and pleasure 
Here should learn to mend their ways ; 

And the lords of learned leisure. 
Conversant with classic lays, 

Study here a darker Dis, 

And a direr Nemesis. 

• 

But into an infant's little 

Ear such penances to din, 
Who can scarcely have sinn'd a titde, 

Save some quaint original sin, 
Is as bad as blaming thee. 
Priest, for originality. 

Small the merit of constructing 

Sermons ; millions preach'd per week ! 

But sweet sleep, though snugly tuck'd in. 
Many mortals vainly seek ; . 

Wakeful seraphs envying, maybe. 

Thy blest slumbers, bonny baby, — 

Deem the very best palaver 

That which soonest puts to sleep. 

Purest essence of papaver. 
Warranted the soul to steep, 

Till insensible to blunders 

Made by modem sons of thunders. 
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Faith ! unless the world grows wiser, 

Fear not. for thy fill of fudge ; 
Time it is to advertise her 

With a poke, or punch, or nudge. 
That her sermon-loving lasses 
Are a herd of long-ear'd asses, 

Who, whatever jackass lifts 

Up his voice in tones appalling, 
Count his gibberish mighty gifts, 

And his cant effectual calling, 
Nor forget the turgid strain 
Till they're safe outside again« 

Sleep, nor wake, for all their braying. 

Till the dawn of conmion sense ; 
Less may then be made of saying. 

Doing be of more consequence : 
Sleep, albeit a plaguy while^ 
Till that better daylight smile. 

With so little really worth 

Waking for, why stir one minute 
Earlier than needs be ? Earth 

Has less rest than labour in it. 
Will it's ways when once they steep 
Thy soul, allow thee too much sleep ? 
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Sleeps beneadi the slates the callow 
Fledgling in the martin's nest ; 

Sleeps in sunshine yon ^resh &lloWy 
Type o£ this da3r'8 haUow'd rest ; 

Shallow sophist must it be» 

Baby, that would waken thee. 

Sleep, and dteam of nothing sadder 
Than to see us slumbering wait 

Here at foot of Jacob's ladder. 
Thou thyself within the gate 

Of the high and holy i^ce. 

Gazing on the Father's face. 



VALEDICTION. 97 



VALEDICTION. 



'' Yirtatem moolnxnem odimus 
Sublatam ex oculis qiUBrimns inyidi/' 

Not while here could we duly esteem thee. 

Or weigh in just balance of love 
Care, too deep on thy brow to beseem thee. 

Grief's blast, till it bore thee above. 

A rude sea was thy life ; mirror'd in it 
The darkness of storms that swept round. 

O'er a surface that varied each minute ; 
But below lay the stillness profound. 

So inverted in earth's troubled water 
Must Heaven's best patterns appear ; 

No peace but is purchased with slaughter. 
No joy unprofaned by a tear. 

'Tis the cloud close above we see most of; 

It's under side all that is known, 
Till the heaven-born freedom we boast of. 

So distant, is really our own. 

Whose dimness by patience dispelling. 
Whose distance outmeas'ring in flight. 

Such broad daylight thou'st won for thy dwelling 
As can scarce be believ'd in our night. 
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THE LOWLY GRAVE. 

Nee remorantnr ibi ; sic reram suinina novatnr 
Semper. 

Little earth was put upoD her ; 

Nothing cared they to recall 
Of her life ; nor love nor honour 

Raised a mound fiinereaL 

But the ground that level lay, 
Conscious of no common trust. 

Ail the sooner cast away 

The reproach that cleaves to dust. 

Blossom'd into colours bright 

As were once her cheeks and eyes, 

And recalled her beauty's light, 
And breathed fresh from Paradise. 

Pulse that so impassion'd beat. 
Laid in stillness underground. 

Could not but bequeath it's heat 
To fresh germs of life around. 

Ashes of a quenchless love. 

Hardly hid from dews which wept^ 

Soon forced up to fields above 

Flowers which, like her, only slept. 
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In bright hues was ever earth 

More deserving to be dress'd ; 
Garden than her grave more worth 

With precious odours to be blest ? 

Nature's renovating process 

Changes, but takes naught away ; 
Rotting roseleaves make new roses 

Glorious as once were they. 

So this rose, when tired of blooming, 
Lay in earth's new mould awhile ; 

Rotting, but yet reassuming 
Beauty's everlasting smile* 

Waking up in this new sweetness, 

One more message sent to teU 
Truth's great tale of incompleteness. 

With a pledge that all is well : 

One more step in swift transition 

Urged by elemental strife ; 
Each brief period's frail condition 

Serving Laws of endless Life : 

One more runner's trust expiring,* 
Flames the torch, as each fresh hand 

Seizes it, till he too tiring 
Sinks exhausted on the sand. 

• " Et quasi curgores vital lampada tradont.'' 
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While the rush of new pretenders 
Worthily that light to bear, 

Undistinguishable renders 
Track of former footsteps there. 

Nor can longest-term'd progression 
Link to any final course, 

Or with permanent impression 
Stamp our still elastic force. 

Onward, onward, through all ages. 
Heedless of each last restraint, 

Still successive change engages 
Fairest flower and perfect saint. 

Onward, onward ; no delaying ; 

From the past for ever freed. 
Germinating or decaying, 

Lives the imperishable seed. 

Old as all the ages travelled 
From all immemorial birth j 

Young, as yet to be unravell'd 
Are the eternal Fates of Earth. 

Wherefore scorning solemn fiction 
Founded on a transient state. 

Truth reserves her benediction 
For the soul that's least elate. 
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DIRGE. 

» 

The blossom, from the fruit-tree rent 

By March's bitter breath. 
Resembles most in sad event 

Thy much too early death. 

But we will strew thy resting-place 
With happier-omen'd wreaths, 

Of all the sweets the mead that grace. 
Now balmy April breathes. 

This mom the sparkling sunlit showers 
Have fall'n around thy bed ; 

And tears of ours adorn the flowers 
We lay above thine head. 

And lo ! the friendly redbreast sits 

Upon the marble cold ; 
The pity that inspires those fits 

Of music, makes him bold. 

Blither in thicket thrills his hymn. 

Bathing in deeper dew ; 
And fresher flowers yet bloom for him 

Where these we've gathered grew. 
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But ill agree gay hedge and tree 
With his low murmuriDg strains. 

Since first he miss'd thy company 
In those now silent lanes. 

Like him sad requiem we sing. 
Like him with love we glow ; 

Though never can the verse we bring 
With his rich warble flow. 

Still, sorrow shall the blanks fill up 
Where music fails to mourn ; 

And true libations from her cup, 
Tears, best beseem thine urn. 
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ULYSSES TO CALYPSO. 

ImMORTALiTr you offer : 

Should I not, fair goddess, be 

Fool to exchange for all you suffer 
My but mortal Odyssey ? 

Recompense on toil attending, 
Calm that looks like sleep at worst, 

For your watchful, never ending. 
Cravings of a quenchless thirst ? 

Safer seems it for a mortal 

Death's kind anodyne to prove ; 

Quaffing, at Elysium's portal, 
Streams of Lethe, not of love. 

Nor could love like ours be eternal : 
Only when the germ is blind 

Can you keep the prisoned kernel 
Close within the constant rind* 

Love no uniform existence 

Holdeth in abiding stay ; 
Phantom that's endear'd by distance, 

Fairest when he's far away. 
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Fickle gleam through which we view him. 
Fleeting hopes that glow between. 

With a gayer tint imbue him 
Than on Truth can ere be seen. 

His the freshness of the morning, 
His the starting traveller's glee ; 

While the rising clouds give warning 
Of day's dubious destiny. 

Only on his future reckoning 
Fate allows his casual smile ; 

Flies he at her further beckoning 
Forward, as I fly thine isle. 
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MOSES. 



Frail was the little bark that bore 
Our hope upon the waves of Nile ; 

And faintly shone the prophet's love 
Beneath the rosy infant's smile. 

Of sedges was his cradle made : 

The river breeze with whispering sigh 

Mid waving sedges round it play'd. 
And murmur'd gendest lullaby. 

And through the lily leaves and flowers 
Wafted it on its careless way ; 

So softly through untroubled hours 
Floats childhood's thoughtless holiday. 

The crocodile, their river god, 

Stretch'd on the slime his lazy length ; 

Those streams beneath the prophet's rod 
Must one day own a mightier strength. 

The trochilus, despite his throat, 
Between his jaws in safety fed ; 

But safer was that sacred boat 
That sail'd beside his oozy bed. 

For, shelter'd in its tiny ark. 
Our leader and deliverer slept ; 

Heaven-guided fingers wove the bark. 
And prayer of faith from danger kept. 

H 



io6 MOSES, 

Not Tiber with such reverence laid 
Safe on his marge the twins of Rome, 

As Nile the Lord of Lords obey'd, 
And bore His favoured outcast home. 

Ye pyramids, 4hat kept, and keep, 
Unvarying watch o'er every age, 

Till all the generations sleep 

The sleep that bounds our pilgrimage. 

How perish'd, unredeem'd by you. 
The record of your founders' worth : 

No profit from their labours grew. 

They no deliverance wrought on earth. 

But he that rose from out those reeds 
By memory's best embalming known. 

For ever to fresh fame succeeds. 

And mocks your pride of crumbling stone. 

Yet all that ye could then o'erlook, 
Beside that ancient river spread, 

Your Egypt's glories he forsook, 
Of better wealth enamoured. 

And for your vale of sweetness chose 
The desert, as more near to God ; 

And there to heavenly fame arose 
By paths your heroes never trod. 
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There learn'd his meekness better arts 

Than Slavery's wrong-built shrines to rear ; 

To plant in Freedom's heart of hearts 
Fear that could cast out earthly fear. 

To walk before God's chosen flock. 
To feed them with a shepherd's care ; 

To lead them to that only Rock, 
And show them all their safety there. 

On Sinai's top, lo, thunder's roll, 

Your impious heights in vain provoke ; 

And echoes round from pole to pole 
The voice that to the prophet spoke. 

Your mouldering mass to dust shall fall, 
And earth that bears you pass away, 

Ere perishes one word of all 

He heard and wrote on that dread day. 

And where for him should tomb be found, 
Since proudest piles hold worthless dust ? 

Could resting-place on earthly ground 
Be worthy of such sacred trust ? 

Such honour can no country claim, 

No tongue tells where his bones are hid ; 

Yet lives his name in holiest fame, 
And firmer than a pyramid. 
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THE NIGHTINGALE. 

Fount of melody flilfilling 

Thirst of song through all the ages, 
Pasfflon's heat, howe'er unwilling 

To be calm'd, thy stream assuages. 

I 

O'er the driest heart, that ever 

Shrank to dust, it's woes deploring. 

Revels on the joyous river 

Of thy rapturous wild outpouring. 

Music's first and best creation ; 

Races bom to strive agree. 
That thy liquid modulation 

Can admit no rivalry. 

Not another note, but soon 
Nature's ear fastidious' wearies ; 

But fiiesh as yon immortal moon 
Thy sweet rhyme's recurring series. 

Many a tune in bygone days. 
Glorious, gallant deeds insjnring, 

Has died away ; but fives thy lay 
In loveliness unchanged, untiring. 
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Patriot's hymn and pious anthem, 

Songs that lovers' breasts inflame. 
Change and fail with those who chant them : 

Thy sweet voice is still the same. 

Thrill on mellow thrill advances 

Frequent, interrupted only 
By the silence that entrances • 

Wilderness and woodland lonely. 

Midnight silence ruling all 

Loves for thee to break her slumbers ; 
And intermits her solemn thrall. 

To welcome thy delicious numbers. 

Such the captivating merit 

Of each faultless turn and shake, 
Weariest men that wake to hear it 

Willingly would bide awake ; 

Wondering if aught more sweetly 

Is by angel tongues expressed. 
Where pure souls are blest completely, 

And enjoyment needs no rest : 

Treasuring up, for balm within them. 

Memories of thy soft ditty. 
Which afterward some calm may win them 

In the world's tumultuous city. 
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Not on rough life's turbid courses 

Will the whole heart's warmth be wasted. 

When true pleasure's tranquil sources 
In retirement have been tasted. 

Nor the trump that stirs to fighting 
Can bewitch, with chant outrageous. 

Wisdom's followers once delighting 
In thy secret haunt umbrageous. 

Peace, to them the only one word 
That can yield their souls content. 

Of her truth, in thy blest concord, 
Sings a sure presentiment. 

Peace, who powerless to assemble 'em 

In Religion's holiest shrine, 
Makes calm Night her temple's emblem. 

And her choicest music thine. 
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THE LAST OF HER. 

She stood in her ancient fashion. 

Half kindness and half scorn. 
Which of old had moved my passion. 

On her haughty eyelids worn ; 
And a depth below double-dealing, 

Which in love had look'd askance, 
Shot it's undissembled feeling 

In one fierce consuming glance : 
To a cruel past appealing, 

And a joy that had miss'd its chance. 

Ah, why, till its light was joyless. 

And tum'd aside to wrath. 
Couldn't that bewildering coyness 

Make plain its crooked path ? 
Why, playing a game with passion, 

Too hot to allow for guile. 
Tried she that trite foolish fashion 

Of alternate frown and smile ? 

And the love I had alway borne her, 
Which had better far been hate, 

Such as heart could hide in comer. 
Came back with all its weight. 






1X2 THE LAST OF HER, 

Couldn't pride prevail to 8Com her ? 

No. From the day that Fate 
Bade Beauty's light adorn her, 

My pride went out of date. 

And I felt, in that glance unfeigning. 
She fail'd not to deplore 

The pasty and the cold disdaining, 
That had so cover'd o'er 

From my dull perverse complaining 
The little love she bore. 

Love light and vain : time slew it 
In her heart's unripen'd core ; 

But mine I retain, and rue it, 
Apart for evermore. 
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JEPHTHAH'S DAUGHTER. 

Stay, sister, stay ! thy careless hand. 
Too apt forbidden chords to move ; 

Unmindfid of her strict command. 
To handle any theme but love. 

The wind but stirr'd the lute that hung 

Beside her to a lovelike sigh, 
And she the wayward chords unstrung. 

And chiding put the rebel by. 

Strike rather some victorious strain 
That tells her father's deeds in fight. 

When forth from Gilead's plundered plain 
He drove the vanquish'd Anunonite. 

Sing rather of the love he bore 

His country. Patriots' praise above 

All praise of conmion worth must soar, 
Alone triumphant over love. 

Sing meek obedience, and the praise 
Of daughter's unresisting will ; 

Form'd, had she fallen on happier days, 
Far fairer promise to Rilfil. 
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For her what valiant hearts had sued ! 

What wealth had striven such prize to buy i 
But that rash bond their claims withstood. 

And tum'd to tears their rivalry. 

Not long in mountain fastness hid 
We keep her consecrated charms ; 

Soothe ears a lover's praise forbid, 
And breast denied a lover's arms. 

In maiden songs exalt the worth 
Warm lover's lute had better told, 

And strive with tears to chain to earth 
The heart no earthly love can hold. 

And for that pale and peerless brow, 
Which bridal wreath must ne'er adorn. 

Weave, emblem of accursed vow. 
Sad chaplets of the mountain thorn. 

Too soon the pledge devotion made, 

(Who then its ruinous cost could guess ?), 

By piety so meekly paid, 

Robs of its rose the wilderness. 

But ours to lose that patient smile, 

With more than mortal sweetness fraught. 

Which, waiting Heaven's behest, the while, 
For meed has aU Heaven's rapture caught. 



JEPHTHAWS DA UGHTER. 1 1 5 

And ours to lose that heaven-taught strain. 
Which harp of ours can ne'er repeat ; 

These echoing rocks shall still complain, 
But ne'er again to notes so sweet. 

*Tis grief alone we can prolong, 

And here shall still griePs numbers weep ; 
Still smile the wilderness to song. 

Still gather round the charmM sheep. 

Not safely so to climb these rocks. 

If any ransom they could give ; 
If slain the best of Gilead's flocks 

Could bid her chieftain's daughter live. 

Great God of Abraham provide 

Some sacrifice for all our guilt, 
Or who shall stay the exhaustless tide 

Of blood for human error spilt ? 
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DE PROFUNDIS. 

Wilt thou now forsake me when I sorely need Thee ? 

Have I vainly boasted of Thy power to save ? 
Is Thine arm too short, Thine ear too dull to heed me. 

Sinking all unaided under sorrow's wave ? 

Yet my voice Thou hast heard early in the morning 
Rising in accord with Thy creation's mirth. 

As upward went the sun, his path of light adorning, 
Joying, and rejoicing, and glorying in the earth. 

Now that night is o'er me, drear disastrous night, 
With cold, slender comfort of her waning moon. 

Can I look before me to that greater Light, 

That shines at Thy right hand in never-ending noon ? 

Surely Thou art my Father, though Thy peace forsakes 
me. 
Thou canst not be far from me, though Thy hce I 
cannot see ; 
Fearfulness o'ertakes me, and pale trembling shakes me. 
But in deepest darkness still I turn to Thee. 
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O that I once could find Thee where in light Thou 
jeignesty 
Could come even to Thy presence in the high and 
holy place ; 
And prove the truth of that so oft I've heard. Thou 
. deignest 
Look in pity on the ruin of man's perverted race. 

So plainly would I order forth my cause before Thee, 
Thy love from everlasting should be my only plea ; 

So learn in those bright courts where happy spirits adore 
Thee, 
Why even for a moment Thou hast forgotten me. 
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SEVEN SLEEPERS OF EPHESUS. 

Thus from Earth's defilement taken 
Was it worth their while to waken ? 

Oh adverse powers of Life and Death, 

Contending which shall triumph in us, 
Few trophies boasts our partial faith, 
. Few spoils has life avail'd to win us. 

And fond were we to trust the tale 

Of these seven champions risen before us. 

And waving in true Freedom's gale 
Their banner of deliverance o'er us, 

So brief a moment. Would they not 

Have help'd our long suspense in some sort ; 

Why gone again, our griefs forgot. 

Leaving our souls no sense of comfort ? 

Unworthy of our serious heed. 
Such gleam of transient salvation ; 

111 fits it Nature's earnest need, 
And claim to real regeneration. 

Hope holds that measure for a myth 
Whose bliss so far below the brim falls ; 

Nor will Faith mix her music with 

Such sounding brass and tinkling cymbals. 
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Is life so sweet that we would wear, 

On yonder side it's bordering river, 
The rags of which we stripped us bare. 

And plunging, left the shore for ever ? 

Shall flowers which in Elysium weaves 

The soul, with breath of Earth be scented ; 

Or old regret's autumnal leaves 
Again be gathered and lamented ? 

And centuries of severance fled 

From all that caused us discontent, 
Shall we be found as ill bestead 

As on the dismal day we went ? 

Dream rather in what happier forms 

The Hand that made may yet remould us. 

Once harbour'd from the bitter storms 
That here from all we love withhold us. 
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THE NARROW WAY. 

Though narrow looks the road of life, 

As seen by best of human eyes. 
So tortured and obscured by strife 
Our vision lies, 

Far otherwise must burst the view 

Forth reaching into boundless days. 
On travellers that have climb'd up through 
This Vildering haze. 

Yea, higher aiming, higher shoot. 

Even here may prove a proverb true ; 
But earthly figures can't compute 
The heavenward view. 

With souls that birthright claim above 

No limit's law can correspond ; 
Whatever new seeming bounds, they prove 
There's bliss beyond. 

Already doth indefinite thought 

Disdain fix'd obstacles to seeing ; 
And hints to man there may be naught 
To bound his being. 
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For whereabouts awaits him space ; 

In state hopes he to be omniform ; 
Eternal sunshine lights his face 
Beyond Time's storm. 

Here a few learn in Wisdom's college 
What many from tradition borrow, 
The dismal truths that with much knowledge 
There comes much sorrow. 

But there shall surely come a day 

When every wreck of earth's disaster 
Shall turn to beauty from decay^ 
Touch'd by the Master ; 

When every tittle, every jot 
• Of glimpse e'er caught from world that's better 
Shall spirit prove, when purged from what 
So soil'd it's letter ; 

When none need erring neighbour teach 

To know the Lord ; but all shall know Him, 
And render past all power of speech 
The love they owe Him. 
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LEFT BEHIND. 

" The borial-gprounds of the English in the Crimea are as much 
in ruins as Sebastopol itself." — " Crimea Revinted" Illustrated 
London Newe, Jwne 5, 1869. 

Graveyard of gloiy, silent and lone ! 

Green but ungarlanded, flowery but waste, 
Why have the weeds of neglect overgrown 

Lines that Regret in her agony traced ? 

Out of remembrance is all we lost. 

Loyalty lavish'd, young might flung away ; 

Labour vain at a countless cost, 

Gratitude gone, like their graves, to decay ? 

Can we so carelessly cast aside 

Best of our heart's blood fearlessly shed ? 

Will these weeds from the world's eyes hide 
Our shame in forgetting our heroes dead ? 

Well may the grass against us boast. 

Innocent heir of life thus reft ; 
Kinder far to the fallen host 

Than friends who flatter'd and faithless left. 
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Earth was noblest of kindred here, 
Who freely forth from her bosom gave 

Flowers that refuse not a dewy tear^ 
Tangle of briars to guard their grave. 

Even rude stones above their bones. 

Mingled in mildew'd ruin, weep ; 
And all wear of age will spare a page 

Henceforth to mourn o'er their gory sleep. 
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OUR FAVOURITE WALK. 

Rustic laoe where we once delighted, 
Wall'd by thy hollow sheltered ways. 

Does life gain that begun shortsighted 
By all we follow in elder days ? 

Naught we knew of thy further winding, 
Stay'd by a bower that seem'd thy bound ; 

Is aught found true now worth our finding, 

Weigh'd with one hour that gleam'd then round ? 

Call we back what weVe since surmounted, 
Plains that we've cross*d and seas : — in vain 

All the track travelled thence were counted 
'Gainst what we lost in that pleasing lane. 

Where, if our hoary age will win us 
Leave from strife for the rest we need, 

We'll repair once more ; 'twill assuage within us 
Fever of life till we're blest indeed. 
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THE FROZEN BATTLE-FIELD. 

Here Heaven above to hide the slain 

Sheds over them soft tears of snow ; 
But earth, mother earth, doth still retain 
j The hardnesss of Niobe's grief below. 

But it is not the sun that slays her brood. 
Nor shaft of Dian that drives them mad ; 

But not they've run in each other's blood, 
Turning all that's good in their lives to bad* 

Till her motherly heart no more could bide 
The burden of that enormous guilt, 

And her frost-bound bosom forbore to hide 
The ruin they wrought and the blood they spilt. 

So here on her icy breast they stay, 

Red marble veins of their life-blood round ; 

But there breathe yet hearts of a harder clay 
That will not ftielt with that frozen ground* 
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TRANSLATIONS. 

Hor., Lib. I., Ode 12. 

Whose renown^ Clio^ may I now most meetly 
Harp to grave men, pipe merrily to dancers ; 
Praise of what God sing, until Echo sweetly 
Garrulous answers? 

Whether in wood-crown'd Helicon's retirement, 
Pindus' or Hsemus' chilly top, my song flows, 
Whence pirouetting after Orpheus' lyre went 
Trees upon strong toes. 

Own'd the sweet magic of the Muse that bare him 
Streams and swift winds to his melodies delaying. 
Oaks, every sprig tum'd into ears to hear him, 
Romp'd at his playing. 

What theme surpasses Jove's accustomed praises ? 
Father who doth o'er men and gods supreme sit ; 
Power that earth, seas, Heaven's variable phases 
Rules as he deems fit. 

Source of all being, naught hath He else engender'd, 
Greater or like, or that at all encroaches. 
Though in just homage to her aegis render'd, 
Pallas approaches. 
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Thy daring deeds fein would I be detailing, 
Bacchus ; and Dian chief of all to follow 
Wild deer ; and thee, fear'd for thy never-failing 
Arrow, Apollo. 

Next of Alcides tell, and Leda's children. 
Horse-racing Castor, Pollux of the prize-fight. 
Let but whose blest twin ray amid bewildering 
Cloudwrack arise bright ; 

Smooth flows the frothing riot of the wild hour, 
Sinks the loud wind, clouds flee away on wet wing, 
And the swoln waves, acknowledging their mild power. 
Cease to be threat'ning. 

Romulus doubt we whether, or the tranquil 
Numa ; proud Tarquin's tyrannous reign ; or the 
Death to which Cato gloriously sank, will 
Count for most worthy. 

Regulus ; Scauri ; JEmilius, who nobly 
Naught valued life in view of Punic glory. 
Rank we with great Fabricius the doubly* 
Famous in story. 

This last and rugged Curius, who never 
Comb'd, but could fight, and he who from the Gaul Rome 
Rescued — all knew penurious endeavour, 
Rear'd in a small home* 

* SoU'., Sanmitibus et EtmscaxiiB victis. 
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Green as old oak's growth is thy still advancing 
Glory, Marcellus ; yet of all the long list, 
Julius like full moon among the glancing 
Stars shines strongest. 

Great Son of Time and Sire of all our races. 
Whence human origin and end is reckon'd, 
CsBsar is thine, thine over all first place is, 
Caesar's the second. 

He, whether foes that menace Rome's existence 
Just triumph yield; or, to enlarge her borders , 
Indians and Chinese at remotest distance 
Bow to his orders ; 

Less than none else vicegerent is of Jove's world : 
Jove's chariot shakes heaven with its thund'rous clangour, 
Lightning's dire darts on desecrated groves hurl'd 
Witness His anger. 



Lib. 11., Ode 10. 
(Bectius vives.) 

Not by bold recklessness in alway steering 
Outward, securest can you sail life's seas o'er ; 
Nor to shun winds, too timorously nearing 
Rocks on a lee shore. 
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Golden contentment^ can a man but love it. 
Safely dispenses with an empty tiring 
Stateliness ; palace that a fool may covet 
No way desiring. 

Mark you how storms most agitate the highest 
Pines, and how proudest towers fall with worst crash ; 
While upon mountain to the cloud that's nighest 
Lights heaven's first flash. 

Hopes in ill luck ; heeds peril in successes 
Heart that well scans life's variable chances ; 
Dismallest winter that our earth oppresses 
Only enhances 

Smnmer, as certain in her turn to follow : 
Worst may mend soonest; yea, a Muse now mute sing. 
And the bow's t\^anging monotone Apollo 
Change for a lute string. 

Grief may assail, and miseries beset you, 
Wear a bold front, and for a hardy man pass ; 
Nor with your gale too favouring forget to 
Reef up your canvas. 
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Lib. II., Ode 14. '< Eheu fugaces." 

Ah, swiftly fleeting into oblivion 
Vanish thy few years. Nor can thy piety 
From wrinkles and old age preserve thee. 
Nor from the shaft of the grim destroyer. 

Though thrice a day thou slewest an hecatomb, 
Fail wouldst thou still to appease the implacable 
Dis, who the triform monster herdsman 
GeryOn, and Tityus the earthbom 

Girds with the dismal water, which all of us 
Debtors wherein aught earthly we fed upon, 
Whoe'er we once were, must pass over. 
Princes, or hard labour's humble drudges. 

Vainly from war's fell carnage we keep ourselves, 
Vainly shun harsh-voiced billows of Hadria : 
In vam, at each autumn returning. 
Shrink from the blast of the dread sirocco. 

Gaze must we all on languidly wandering. 
Wailing Cocytus : gaze on the Danaids 
Accurst, and where still heaving upward 
Sisyphus urges his endless vain toil. 

Farewell, then, home, fields, and more than all beloved 
Wife. Nor, of all those trees thou delightest in. 
Will one, beside the gloomy cypress. 
Shade thee any more, thy brief lordship ended. 
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Then shall thine heir, more splendidly prodigal, 
Draining thy best long hoarded up Ccecuban, 
Stain floors in his riot,, with wine which 
Pontifical suppers had been proud of. 



Lib. IL, Ode 16. " Otinm Divos." 

Rest is his prayer, who, driven in the dark through 
Storms of iEgssan, not a haven near him. 
No guiding moon's blest radiance can mark, no 
Star that may steer him. 

Rest the wild Thracian, furious in onslaught. 
Rest the Mede seeks with quiver on his shoulder ; 
Purple, or gems, or riches, have ye once bought 
Rest for your holder ? 

Grandeur and grave apparitor before him 
Quell not our consul's miserable surging 
Passion^; or chase from fretted ceiling o'er him 
Cares ever urging. 

Well may we live on little ; very lightly 
Need the worn plate our little board encumber. 
So there come no base avarice^ no nightly 
Fear on our slumber. 
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Why should one lifetime's limited amount be 
Brimful of projects ? Why a distant zone sought 
Fondly ? What exile from his native country 
'Scapes from his own thought ? 

Climb the beak'd ship, Care, cruel imp, arriyeth 
First upon deck ; nor can a troop secure us ; 
Stags he outstrips, past hurricane he driyeth. 
Swifter than Eurus. 

Happiness now, what trouble lies beyond it 
Hates to inquire ; and with a smile of sweetness 
Tempers all bitters. Nothing haye we found yet 
Blest with completeness. 

Died in his youth's prime yaliant Achilles ; 
Feeble Tithonus many years was waning ; 
Age denied thy brief life, if Heaven's will please. 
Mine may be gaining. 

Thine are vast flocks ; fair Sicily supplies thee 
Herds of milch kine : four mettled horses neighing 
Draw thee in state, rich raiment Afric dyes thee. 
Proudly displaying. 

I, like the truthful poet I was bom for, 
Just enough acres to be no man's minion 
Cultivate, with Greek rhythm, and a scorn for 
Vulgar opinion. 
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TRANSLATION FROM LAMARTINE. 

SOUVENIR. 

In yain successive days remove ; 

They leave, in passing, no new trace. 
Nor can they from my soul ef&ce 

Thee, last of all my dreams of love. 

I see time, past in rapid race, 

Heap'd up behind me, year on year. 
Even as an oak beholds the sear 

Leaves gather round his aged base. 

All white with age my hair has grown. 
My chill blood scarce runs in my veins ; 
So shrinks a wave in icy chains 

When winter's breath has o*er it blown. 

But thy youth's bright and perfect mould. 
Which my regrets more beauteous make. 
No detriment from Time can take, 

And like a spirit ne'er grows old. 

No, never hast thou left mine eyes ; 
And when my solitary gaze 
Loses thee in earth's lonely ways, 

I straight behold thee m the skies. 
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There still the same to my fond sight. 
As thou wert on that latest day. 
When, with the dawn's first opening ray, 

To tliine own heaven thou took'st thy flight. 

Thy beauty pure, and all to me, 

Has foUow'd thee to those pure skies ; 
And, closed 'gainst mortal light, thine eyes 

Open on immortality. 

Thy long, long dark hair, all unbound. 
By amorous breath of Zephyr lifted. 
O'er thy breast undulously shifted, 

Falls still in ebony tresses round ; 

Whose shadowy veil at random worn 
Lovelier thy soften'd image makes : 
So fitfully the Daystar shakes 

From his fair brow the mists of mom. 

His heavenly flame with each new day 
Returns but to repeat its flight ; 
But to my love there is no night ; 

Thou shinest on my soul for aye. 
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On thee I wait : thy face I see 

In dreary desert, cloud-wrack'd storm : 
The glassy wave reflects thy form, 

The Zephyr wafts thy voice to me. 

When slumbers earth, still, if I hear 
The wind's least whisper murmuring, 
It's every breath appears to bring 

Words sacred to my watching ear. 

If I admire each scattered star 

That spangling strews the veil of night, 
I still find something in its light 

More pleasing to my soul by far. 

Or if the west wind's balmy sighs 

Inebriate me, as he distils 

Perfume from flowers, best scent that fills 
Air, for thy breath I recognise. 

'Tis thine hand dries these tears of mine. 

When sad and lonely I repair 

To pour in secrecy my prayer 
Where heavenly Pity rears her shrine. 
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Thou watchest when in deep I'm laid. 
Thy soothing wings brood over me ; 
And sweetly fall my dreams from thee,- 

Sweet as that look of thme, blest Shade, 



Ohy some night of my deepest rest. 

Could that dear hand my life's thread part. 
Still my life's heavenliest half thou art ; 

I should but wake upon thy breast. 

Like two concentric rays of light. 

Two mingled sighs, drawn from one soul, 
We two can only form one whole. 

And breathe again when we unite. 
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Sur le Nouveau An. 
" L'astre qui partage les jours." 

The star that regulates our days, 

And lends his light our hearts to cheer. 
Has just completed one career, 

And enters on another race. 

With swiftness that we thought extreme 
We've seen that old year pass away : 

But just as swift shall surely seem 
The new that takes its place to-day. 

All ends ; all serves without redress 

Time's laws that still their course maint^n ; 

By moments on their heels that press 
Each moment is for ever slain. 

The brightest day that e'er appears 

Pursues the unretuming past ; 
The fruitfiillest of all our years 

Commences but to close at last. 

The law that through all being is rife 

All to the same fate subjecteth ; 
And the first moment of our life 

Is the first step that leads to death. 
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Why should I then in so short space 
With too much care my mind o'crload ? 

Why lose to-day that flies apace 

For morrow bound the self-same road ? 

If such man^s lot, that any one 
Instant his term run out may see, 

Live for the instant now begun, 
And not for that which is to be. 

Him pitiable must all allow. 
Who, fond of Foitune's fickle way, 

Makes himself miserable ^ow 
By toiling to be blest one day. 

He wastes upon vain flattering dreams 
The years that most enjoy he should ; 

To prospect that but doubtful seems 
He immolates his present good. 

Infatuate, who thus your soul 
Up to tumultuous projects give ; 

And dash away life's golden bowl 
Ere you find time to quaff and live. 

I can't pretend my mind to cram 

With error that seduces you ; 
Mine is the moment where I am. 

And not the moment where I'm due. 
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Nor carelessly would I pass by 

What's in my power of present worth ; 

Nor, sternly striving to enjoy, 
Strangle enjoyment at its birth. 

For time once past is now no more, 

And time to come may never be ; 
The present is the only store 

Where man may prove his mastery. 



THE END. 



r 



RECENT POETRY. 



A 

CATALOGUE OF BOOKS 

PUBLISHED BY 

JOHN CAMDEN HOTTEN. 

MR. SWINBURNE'S NEW POEM. 

BOTHWELL. 

In Preparation. 
MR. SWINBURNE'S 

POEMS AND BALLADS. 

Third Edition, Price 9s. 
MR. SWINBURNE'S 

NOTES ON HIS POEMS, 

AND ON THE REVIEWS WHICH HAVE APPEARED 

UPON THEM, 

Is now ready. Price is. 

New Edition, foolcap 8vo., Price 6s., 
MR. SWINBURNE'S 

ATALANTA IN CALYDON 

MR. SWINBURNE'S 

CHASTELARD: A TRAGEDY. 

New Edition, Price 7s. 
MR. SWINBURNE'S 

SONG OF ITALY. 

Second Edition, Price 3s. 6d« 
London : JOHN CAMDEN HOTTEN, 74 & 7^ PiccadiUy. 



RECENT TOETRY^confinued. 



Now ready, crown 8vo., cloth, Price 3s. 6cL 

THE 

PROMETHEUS BOUND OF yESCHYLUS. 

Translated in the Original Metres by C. B. CAYLEY, B.A. 

"This new translation will, we doubt not, be warmly welcomed as ably 
carrying out the object which the writer seeks to achieve— that of familiar- 
ising English readers, throueh the medium of their own language, with the 
stately forms and the scientific principles of the Greek versification. In thLs, 
as well as in preserving the spirit of the original, the writer has eminently 
succeeded. **■— Observer. 

Ready, foolscap 8vo., Price 6s., a new volume of Poems, entitled 

AMBROSIA AMORIS. 

BY EDWARD BRENNAN, AUTHOR OP •' BIANCA." 

This day, cloth neat, 5s. 

POEMS EROM THE GREEK MYTHOLOGY, 

AND MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 

BY EDMUND OLLIER. 

" What he has written is enough, and more than enough, to give him a 
high rank amongst the most successful cultivators of the English Muse." — 

Now ready, a very choice little volume. Price 4s. 

ANACREON IN ENGLISH: 

Attempted in the Metres of the Original. 
BY THOMAS J. ARNOLD. 

Crown 8vo., cloth extra, Price 7s. 6d., a volume of 
CHINESE BALLADS AND POEMS, IN ENGLISH VERSE, 

KNTITLED 

UNDER THE PEAK; 

OR, JOTTINGS IN VERSE DURING A LENGTHENED 
RESIDENCE IN HONG KONG. 

BY W. T. MERCER, M.A. 
Containing, with many other Poems, the following: — 

The Hanyang Thistle. 



A String of Hong Kong 

Sonnets. 
Ode to the Sons of Han. 
Chinese Vers de Soci^t^. 
Keyang's Farewell. 
The Man of Loo. 



Chaou Yung's Quatrain. 

Trifles from the Tartar. 

Taifoong. 

The Sun of Hong Kong. 

The Tea Ballad. 



&c. &c. &c. 



London : JOHN CAMDEN HOTTEN. 74 & 75, PiccadiUy. 



RECENT VO'E.TKY— continued. 



Just ready, foolscap 8vo, neatly printed, 2S. 6d. 

FACTS 6- FANCIES FROM THE FARM. 

POEMS BY JAMES DAWSON. 

" Here we have some very pretty and readable poetry— some of it so 
much above the average as to warrant expectations of something far better, 
and we shall look forvirard with interest to the next volume from the same 
hand."— (;ik>£r. 

Cheap Edition, paper covers. Price is. 

In crown 8vo., handsomely printed, Price 6s. 

THE IDOLATRESS; AND OTHER POEMS. 

BY DR. JAMES WILLS, 

Author of ** Dramatic Scenes," " The Disembodied** and of various 

Poetical Contributions to " Blackwood s Magazine" 

" One great merit of the 'Idolatress' is to be found in the ability with 
which the writer has contrasted a spiritual faith and its claims on the con- 
science, with a material faith that captivates the imagination through th« 
senses. ** — Athenaum, July nth, x868. 

» " ^' I ■ » ■■■■■■■ I ■ I ■ - ^ 

An elegant little volume, bound in blue and gold carmine edges, 

Price 4S. 6d. 

LYRICS AND BUCOLICS. 

The Eclogues of Virgil, a Selection from the Odes of Horace, and 
the Legend of the Sibyll. Translated by Herbert Noyes, Esq. 

"There is a certain freedom and swin^ in these translations, which not 
only more resembles the brisk spirit and ringing tone of the original, but is 
truly refreshing after the stiff rendering which had been generally made of 
Horace's choicest composition. We become grateful for new renderings, 
which, whilst they retam as inuch of the spirit and force of the original as. 
translations can, vehicle the old Roman thoughts through sweet measures, 
and dainty rhythmic melodies." — London Review. 



By the same Author, 
Just out, in uniform binding, Price 9s. 

AN IDYLL OF THE WEALD. 

WITH OTHER LAYS 6» LEGENDS. 
By HERBERT NOYES, Esq. 

THE NEW POETICAL SATIRE. 

HORSE AND FOOT; 

OR, PILGRIMS TO PARNASSUS. 

By RICHARD CRAWLEY. 

" I'll not march through Coventry with them, thaf s flat" 

Crown 8vo., Price 3s. 6d. 

^ " Whatever may be thought of this spirited satire of 841 lines, no one 
will accuse its writer of personality ; and however hard he may hit some of 
the literati of the day, he api>ears to write in perfect good faith, and, in thus 
frankly avowing his own critical convictions, to be influenced but by one 
thought — the healthy interests of English literature. Without acquaintance 
with those mentioned in his pages, or indeed with any one in the Uterary 
world,' Mr. Crawley writes '^independently,' and for this moral courage w« 
thank him." 

London : JOHN CAMDEN HOTTEN, 74 & 75, PiccadiUy. 



RECENT TOETRY— continued. 



Author's New and Enlarged Edition. Price is. ; in cloth, zs. 6d. 

HANS BREITMANN'S BALLADS. 

THE COMPLETE WORK, 

From the Author's Revised American Copyright 

I. -HANS BREITMANN'S PARTY. 
II.— HANS BREITMANN'S CHRISTIifAS. 
III.— HANS BREITMANN'S VELOCIPEDE. 
IV.— HANS BREITMANN'S DER FREYSCHUTZ. 
V.-HANS BREITMANN'S OTHER BALLADS. 

This day, in crown 8vo., toned paper, elegant. Price 3s. 6d. 

WIT & HUMOUR. 

By THE "AUTOCRAT OF THE BREAKFAST TABLE." 

A yolume of delightfully humorous Poems, very similar to the 
mirthful verses of Tom Hood. Readers will not be disappointed 
with this work. 

OLD ENGLISH RELIGIOUS BALLADS AND CAROLS. 

This day, in small 4to., with veiy beautiful floriated borders, 
in the Renaissance style, cloth gilt, price 12s. 6d. 

SONGS OF THE NA TIVITY. 

An entirely new collection of Old Carols, including some never 
before given in any collection. With Music to the more popular. 
Edited by W. H. HUSK, Librarian to the Sacred Harmonic Society. 

z2mo. Same size as Tennyson's " Maud," Price 5s. 
TRANSLATIONS FROM 

CHARLES BAUDELAIRE. 

With a few ORIGINAL POEMS by R. H. SHEPHERD. 
This day, foolscap 8vo., Price 7s. 6d. 

STRAWBERRY HILL; 

AND OTHER POEMS. 

By COLBURN MAYNE, Esq. 

" It is a bright, dever litde book, in which we find a great deal of good 
rhyme, and some genuine and pleasine poetrv. There are several charming 

{>ictures of the historic ^up, which we know from Horace Walpole's 
etters and Sir Joshua's pamdngs."— ilft^rwMjf Star. 

Just published, elegantly printed. Price 3s. 6d. 

THE VILLAGE ON THE FORTH; 

AND OTHER POEMS. 
By PHILIP LATIMER. 

London : JOHN CAMDEN HOTTEN, 74 & 75, Piccadilly. 



RECENT VOETKY—conHntied. 



Elegantiy printed on toned paper, full gUt, gilt edges, for the 

Drawing-room. Price 6s. 

CAROLS OF COCK A YNE. 

BY HENRY S. LEIGH. 

Vers de Soci^t^, and charming Verses descriptive of London Life. 
With numerous exquisite little designs by Alfred Concanen 
and the late John Leech. Small 4to. elegant, uniform with 
••Puniana,"6s. 



Just out, square 8vo., cloth, price 4s. 6d. 

WAYSIDE SKETCHES, 

IN PROSE AND VERSE, 
By EDWD. LEGGE. 

"There are over thirty pieces of prose and verse in this book, all of some 
merit, and many really clever.*'— Jvorcester Herald. 

" These are agreeable little pieces in prose and verse. * * * Many of 
tbe verses are sweedy and tunefully written."— ^nx. 

Just published, fcap. 8vo., price 4s. 6d. 

NEW AND OLD; 

A MORNING REVERIE. ' 

Commemorative of the Political and Ecclesiastical Crisis of 1867 — 8. 

By D. McIVOR. 

Author of " The Wanderer^' *' Fantasia, a Vision:* 

'"New and Old' undoubtedly gives evidence of the possession of con- 
aderable poetic talent and high culture."— PfVM. 

Fcap. 8vo., cloth, 5s. ; half-morocco, 6s. 

ECHOES FROM THE FRENCH POETS. 

An Anthology from Baudelaike, Alfred de Musset, Lamar- 
TiNE, Victor Hugo, A. Chenier, T. Gauti?i, Beranger, 
Nadaud, Dupont, Parny, and others. By Harrit Curwen. 

"A short poem of Theophile Gautier's Mr. Curwen has really put before 
the English public in the most welcome manner. The ' Spectre of the Rose ' 
is unexceptionable."— ZAy^* News^ Aug. 14, 1870. 

"A pleasant little volume of translations firom modem French poets."^ 
Graphic^ Aug. so, 1870. 

Fcap. 8vo., very neat, price 3s. 6d. 

THE ESTABLISHMENT ; 

OR THE CHURCH IN DANGER : A SA TIRE: 

By an ARCHDEACON. 

" We recommend those who have the welfare of the churdi at heart to read 
this rhymed satire, in which they will find both reason and right."— /'if^/iic 
OpinioHy Feb. 35, xSja 

l/)ndon : JOHN CAMDEN HOTTEN, 74 & 75. Piccadilly. 



RECENT TOETRY-^ontiftMd. 



Just published, fcap. 8vo., cloth, price 3s. 6d. 

DAPHNIS THE UNFAITHFUL: 

A POETIC ROMANCE, 
By GUY ROSLYN, A Minor. 

" Is evidently written by one who is ardently attached to mythology.*— 
The Echo. 

" This is a pretty little pastoral poem, creditable to the ability and taste of 
the author ; and giving promise of future excellence."— ^««j of the World. 

"The author of this poem sings of the loves of the immortals— their 
jealousy and their constancy. * * * If Mr. Roslyn be what he is described 
on the title-page, a minor, we may well congratulate him on the success of 
this efTort of his genius, as giving good promise for the future which we trust 
to see realised at no distant date." — Era. 

In very elegant gilt binding, price 6s. 

BRITANNIA AND COLUMBIA; 

AND OTHER POJ^MS, 

By HESPER HATTERAS. 

" Mr. Hatteras writes well, and his poetry, which flows with remarkable 
smoothness, is studded with the most graceful of imagery, whilst it shows a 
depth of feeling which will be sure to make him popular." — Era, Sep. 11, 1870. 

Crown 8vo., very elegant, price 7s. 6d. 

LYRICAL RECREATIONS. 

By SAMUEL WARD. 
Just out, fcap. 8vo., cloth, very neat, price 3s. 6d. 

LIGHTS AND SHADOWS; 

AND OTHER POEMS, 
By JOHN R. BLACKFORD. 

Crown 8vo., green cloth, bevelled boards, price 3s. 6d, 

PHjEDRA; 

AND OTHER POEMS. 
By HENRY MARTIN. 

Just out, crown 8vo., cloth, price 3s. 6d. 

MUSINGS IN VERSE. 

ByN. M. 
Just Published, price 6s. 

RHYMES FROM CORNWALL. ' 

By H. SEWELL STOKES, 
Author of ** The Vale of Lanheme,^' and other Poems. 

Shortly will be published, 

TIMOTHY COTTON. 

A POEM, 



London : JOHN CAMDEN HOTTEN, 74 & 75, PiccadiUy. 



RECENT VOKTKY— continued. 



Now ready, a handsome volume, foolscap 8vo. , Price 6s. 

FAm ROSAMOND, AND OTHER POEMS. 

ByB. MONTGOMERIE RANKING (of the Inner Temple). 

"The declamation of Rizpah by the bodies of her sons is given with 
considerable vigour and natural feelmg. . . . Contains much unusually 
valuable poetry, with nothing that wiU not repay the reader who can enjoy 
many ana varied themes diversely treated." — Aihenaum. 

**M.T. Ranking is a poet of no common order." — Lloyd's IVeekfy 



London Newspaper. 

"Mr. Ranking tells the story of 'Fair Rosamond' with considerable 
poetic skill. . . . Among the other poems in Mr. Ranking's volume. 
The Death of Ossian' is perhaps the best." — London Review. 

"There are a number of very pretty sonnets, for which the author 
deserves a high compliment" — Sun. 

Now ready, a veiy elegant little volume, Uniform with Fair 
ROSAMOND, Price 4S. 6d. 

POEMS. 

By B. MONTGOMERIE RANKING. 

In 4to., exquisitely printed on. ivory paper, elegant binding, 

Price zos. 6d. 

PUCK ON PEGASUS. 

By H. CHOLMONDELEY PENNELL. 

A New Edition, twice the size of the old one, with many New 
Poems and Additional Illustrations by Sir Noel Paton, Millais, 
John Tenniel, Richard Doyle, M. Ellen Edwards, and 
other distinguished Artists. 

" The epigrammatic drollery of Mr. Cholmondeley Pennell's ' Puck on 
Pegasus ' is well knoMrn to many of our readers. . . . ^ The present is a 
superb and handsomely printed and illustrated edition of this book." — Times. 

'* A beautiful and amusing book. ... If lightness and elegance are 
qualities recommendatory of gift books, ' Puck on Pegasus,' though not a 
mere Christian work, may well be ranked, and ranked high amongst them^ 
... It is needless to say that the illustrations are all more or less 
charming." — The Scotsman. 

** Who does not know 'Puck on P^;asus,' which now comes before us in 
m sixth edition?" — London Review. 

"There is no doubt that Mr. Cholmondeley Pennell's merry volume of 
verse, entided ' Puck on Pegasus,' which has reached a sixth edition, merits 
the honour and success of that unquestionable proof of popularity. The 
book has been reviewed over and over again." — Daily Telegraph. 

" .. . . . Splendid verse. The axth edition — on the merits of the 
book it ought to be the sixtieth — ^is published in exquisite garb by Mr. Hotten. 
Those who do not already know the wonderful swing of Mr. Cholmondeley 
Pennell's lines should make their acquaintance at once. 'Jolly' is hardly 
the word for the book, either in the writing or the eet up, but we mak« 
'Puck on Pegasus' a present of it for want of a hetttr.-^ Standard. 

" The words 'sixth edition^' when they appear in the first page of any 

rk, are in themselves a sufficient guarantee of its character, and render 
cridcism superfluous. The public have affixed the seal of their ajpprobadon 
on the work, and we have only to say that in doing so they have ^ud^ed, as 
they usually do, wisely and welL It is espcdalTy fit for readmg m the 
fiuiulycircle.''---0^srfiwr. 

" The volume is a treasury of wit and humour : wit that always sparkles, 
and humour without the taint of coarseness or vulgarity." — Newspaper 
World, 

London : JOHN CAMDEN HOTTEN, 74 & 75. Piccadilly. 



>nL SWIXH JRXE^S WORKSL 



A SI 2^ 



JLZ.Y. 




FCEJIS AXI 3 ALIDADS. 
















TSFOEMS. 



\ N^ ^VRX ^: m 3i3L sar::? 






^ ■% *<Om»i ^ t %.>«& %*f >■» 




. . ^.>» V^cCv ^ %.Xh^^> *. Ct2C5k '^^ ^ -s 5 



MR. SWINBURNE'S WORKS. 



A COMPANION TO "SONGS BEFORE SUNRISE." 
Foolscap 8vo., toned paper, cloth. Price 3s. 6d. 

A SONG OF ITAL Y. 

*«* The AthetuBum remarics of this poem : " Seldom has such a diant 
been heard so full of glow, strength and colour." 

MR. SWINBURNE'S 

POEMS AND BALLADS. 

Third Editicm, Price 9s. 
MR. SWINBURNE'S 

NOTES ON HIS POEMS, 

AND ON THE REVIEWS WHICH HAVE APPEARED 

UPON THEM*. 

Is now ready. Price zs. 

New Edition, fbolscap 8vo., Price 6s., 
MR. SWINBURNE'S - 

A TALANTA IN CAL YDON. 

MR. SWINBURNE'S 

CHASTELARD: A TRAGEDY. 

New Edition, Price 7s. 

New Edition, foolscap 8vo., Price 5s. 
MR. SWINBURNE'S 

QUEEN MOTHER & ROSAMOND. 

ROSSETTI'S ^ 

CRITICISMS ON S WINB URNES POEMS. 

Price 3s. 6d. 

UNIFORM WITH MR. SWINBURNE'S POEMS. 
Foolscap 8vo., 450 pages. Fine Portrait and Autograph, 78. 6d» 

WALT WHITMAN'S POEMS. 

(LEAVES OF GRASS, DRUM-TAPS, ETC) 

Selected and Edited by WILLIAM MICHAEL ROSSETTL 

" Whitman is a poet who bears and needs to be read as a whole, and 
then the volume and torrent of his power carry the disfigurements along 
with it and away— He is really a fine fellow."— CAtfmAfrr'f JintnuU in a 
very long Notice, July 4th, z868. 

"London ; JOHN CAMDEN HOTTEN, 74 & 75, Piccadifly. 



